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FOLLOWING CAST OF CHARACTERS : 



Walter Lancet, an aged Patriot, 
Philip Lancet, his son, beloved by Isabel, 
Nathan Bradbrook, the Tory leader, 
Gut Bradbrook, his reprobate son, 
JoGKO, the ape negro, - - - - 

Col. Gansevoort, commander of Fort Schuyler, 
' Moses Van Swart, a Tory and spy. 



Mr. J. Bridoeman. 
Mr. F. Hardenburgh. 
Mr. J. R. Spackman. 
■ Mr. H. Ryner. 
Mr. H. Watkins. 
Mr. G. Linoard. 
Mr. E. F. Tatlor. 



Zebulon Beebe, a fool in the employ of Guy Brad- 
brook, ----- Mr. J. Conner. 

Mountain Ash, a Mohawk Chief, - - Mr. Addison. 
Starbird, a Tory, - . - - Mr. Halstead. 

Theodore,),. - - - - Mr. Williams. 

Henrt, ^ Ills sons, . . , -Mr. HiLsoN. 

Magoon, - ... - Mr. Foster. 

8ah Dowder, . - • - - Mr. Henrt. 

Messenger, - - - - - Mr. Foster. 

Norton, an old farmer, - - - - Mr. Post. 

Jambs, a Patrot, - - - - Mr. Stanton. 

Capt. Willett, ) ^- ., ^ n^«*:«««+„i ••«,„ " Mr. Hamilton. 

Capt. Grover, \ ^^ *^« Continental army, _ ^^ y^^^^^^ 

Sentinel, ---*--. Mr. Rodgers. 
Orderlt, ..... Miss Robinson. 
British Guard, - . - - - - Mr. Brown. 

Patriots, Continentals, Tories, Indians, Settlers, &c. 
Isabel Carlton, the Maid of the War Path, - Mrs. Chas. Howard. 
Phillis, her attendant, ... Mrs. Fitzgerald. 
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COSTUMES —PERIOD OF 1776. 



WALTER LANCET.— Plain siiit of an American farmer— bald grey-wig. 

PHILIP LANCE Y. — Hunting shirt of green velvet, secured at the waist 

by a belt which confines two pistols, a heavy hunting knife, and a 

• short axe. L^g^ins of richly-dressed buckskin ; moccasins of the 

same. Cap of light blue velvet with a golden tassel. 2nd Dress — As 

an Indian Chief 

GUY BRAD BROOK. — Green square-cut coat, faced with red, and trimmed 
with gold lace. Buff vest, dark breeches, jack boots, three cornered 
hat trimmed with lace — black cockcade on hat. Short black whisk- 
ers. 

NATHAN BRADBROOK.— Same style of dress as Guy— Hair grizzled, 
sparse and crisp. Nose, prominent and red, but not ridiculously so. 

VAN SWART. — Green square-cut coat, faced with red and plainly 
trimmed — ^breeches and long gaiters. 2nd Dxess — Woman's gown, 
handkerchief tied around head, turban fashion. 

JOCKO. — Broad red striped breeches to tie below the knee — calico shirt, 
bare feet, large hump on back as though the body had been forced 
up into his shoulders. Short-haired wig, high at the back part. 

COL. GANSEVOORf, ) 

CAPTAIN WILLETT, [ Continental oflScers' uniform. 

CAPTAIN GROVER. ) 

BEEBE. — Dark square-cut vest and breeches, grey stockings, high lows, 
biishv red hair. 

STARBIRD, THEODORE and HENRY.— Continental soldiers' dress. 

MOUNTAIN ASH.— Dress of a Mohawk Chief 

MESSENGER and BRITISH GUARD.— Red uniform of the British sol- 
diers. 

ISABEL. — Plain dress of an American lady of "76. 

PHILLIS. — Short dark striped gown and red apron — ^high lows, red cot- 
ton handkerchief around head. 
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THE PIONEER PATRIOT ; 

OR, 

THE MAID OF THE WAR PATH. 



ACT I. ' . 

ScKNK I. — Wood in Western New York. Enter Van Stoart, Nathan and 
Ouy Bradbrook and Zehulon Beehe. R, 2 E, 

Chty, Ha ! ha ! ha ! This hot headed rebellion is speedily drawing to 
a close. These rebels from their king will be soon crushed out, for their 
cause is now a hopeless one. New York is already in possession of our 
friends, while General Howe is pushing his way through the Jerseys to 
Philadelphia. General Burgoyne, with his army of seven thousand men, 
having swept Lakes Champlain dnd George, is now marching on to Albany. 
Once there and in conjunction with Howe, the supremacy of our good 
King George will be established more firmly than ever. In the meantime 
we must make good use of our present power to rid ourselves of our worrt 
enemies, Walter Lancy and his upstart son Philip. And for this purpose 
St. Leger has given me the services of as many of Brant^s Indians as I 
may require. 

Nathan. We must proceed with as much caution as possible, else they 
may hear of our coming in season to make their escape to Fort Schuyler. 
Isabel Carlton must be wrested from their hands ere this Philip Lancey 
succeeds in winning her affections, and so frustrate her late father^s will. 
Curses on the hour that led me away, and so prevented my being present 
at old Carlton^s death. Had I been there this trouble might have been 
saved us, for her fortune then, instead of being placed in the care of 
Walter Lancey, her chosen guardian, would have been confided to my 
charge. , However, Isabel's last words to her father were a solemn promise 
that she would become your wife on the day she completed her ninetenth 
year. I hardly think that she will violate that promise, unless, as I have 
just said, she should become enamored of Philip Lancey. 

Ouy. There is but one sure way of preventing such an issue — were 
this Philip in his grave her love for him could do no harm. And until he 
is inearthed there is no peace for me. I would not willingly encounter 
him myself, because — 

Zp6. It might be unwholesome for your health, eh, Mr. Guy ? 
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6 THE PIONEER PATRIOT; 

Chiy, What do you mean by that, you idiot ? Do you thiuk I fear 
him? 

Zeh. I didn't say that. 

Ouy. No, but you meant it — that is, if such a fool as you can mean 
anything. Beware, sir ! That my arm has strength you have felt ere now. 
But I have use for you, and therefore will not quarrel. 

Zeh. That be right, Mr. Guy ; never break a stick that you want to 
lean on. 

Nathan. Don't be impudent, Zeb, nor ungrateful either — remember 
how much you are indebted to both myself and my son. 

2kh. I donH forget the debt, sir — and I shant be satisfied till I've paid 
it and taken a receipt in full. 

Nathan. That's right. And now come, Guy, let's be moving. We 
must waste no time, else the rebels may hear of our approach and so 
frustrate our plans. We haVe now an excellent opportunity of showing 
our devotion to the cause of the mother country, and winning the good 
opinion of his majesty's officers. 

Zeh. Yes, by killing our own countrymen. 

Guy. What's that you say, you scoundrel. I should not be surprised 
»if you yet sided with the rebels. 

Zeh. No danger o' that, sir : I'll kill my share, be sure o'that — and, if 
you'd like me to do't, I'll eat all of your killing. Sir Guy. 

Ghiy. Scoundrel, take that ! {Guy with a backhanded blow knocks Zeb 
to the ground.) 

Van Swart. Beg pardon, Mr. Guy Bradbrook, for venturing an opin- 
ion — but wouldn't it be better to do what we've come to do, ttan to stand, 
quarrelling here ? Every minute lost in talk gives the rebels a chanc» to 
learn that we're a comin', and so 'scape with the best o' their valubils. 
And you know our red-skin alleys allers fight better when there's a smart 
show for plunder. Besides, if you wants the Lanceys to git their airthley 
discharge, it's better to hurry up. 

Nathan. Moses is right, Guy. Let's push forward without any further 
delay. 

Guy. Why does that fool seek to provoke me, when he knows my hot 
temper? Let him be more cautious for the future, or I may do him a 
greater injury than can be effected by a mere blow from my fist. Moses, 
you go and bring up your Indian friends — we will delay no longer the 
objects of our expedition. {Exit Van Swartj R. 2 E.) Come, father, 
let us go ahead a short distance, and wait until our friends join us. ( Van 
Swart crosses, Ji.) Follow, you fool — and, if you can, be wiser for the 
future. {Exit Guy and Nathan, L. \ E.) 

{Zeb, rising slowly frpm tlie ground.) One more deep mark scored up on* 
the door of my wrongs. Beware, Guy Bradbrook, when the fool wipes 
them out. For years have I patiently born these insults. Like a cur have 
I been kicked and beaten, and like a cur have I cringed and seemed glad 
when my masters deigned to smile upon me. I've been the butt on which 
they have vented'all their spleen. The snake bites as soon as trod upon — 
the powder-flask bears heat up to u certain point — then comes the explo- 
mon! {Exit slowly, L. I E.) 
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OR, THE UAID OF THE WAR PATH. 7 

Scene II. — Exterior of a well-built log hut on the banks of the Mohawk. 

{Slow 7nu8ic.) Philip discovered (C) leaning on his rifle. 

Philip. The sun is speeding towards the West, leaving in its track a 

golden hue that sends the wearied laborer smiling to his repose, whilst its 

oriental beams are awakening to active life the inhabitants of other lands. 

Repose did I say ! Alas ! I fear that blessing is denied my suffering 

countrymen, until their sinewy arms have sundered the chains that 

tyranny has forged for them. Those chains are strong, but the first blows 

have already been struck by iron hearts, that will not seek for rest until 

their bonds are broken. Patriot blood must flow to wash this despotism 

from our soil. The cost has been counted and full well we know that 

henceforth the sleep of safety can be found only in the cradle of Liberty. 

Enter Walter Lancey from hut^ L. 3 E. 

W&lter. {Down L.) Philip, my son, have you heard anything further 
. of the movements of our enemies ? 

Mi0tf&r. No, father. I am waiting the return of my faithful Jocko. 

there is aught stirring*, you may be sure he'll learn it. However, I can 
hardly think that the enemy will penetrate so far into the country as to 
menace the safety of our homestead. 

Walter. Indeed, I hope not, my son. Twenty years since I came into 
this wilderness, and fixed upon this spot as my future home. Persever- 
ingly have I striven to make it what it now is — one of the finest posses- 
sions in the valley of the ATohawk. Here I had hoped to end my days in 
peace, but now, alas ! that hope is dissipated by the blast of war. Oh ! 
why has age so palsied these old limbs, that they cannot wield a weapon 
to assist in driving back these blood-thirsty despoilers, who seek to rob us 
of every right that a freeman holds dear. 

Philip. But they will fail, father. The battle is not always to the 
strong, and if ever a cause commended itself to the interposition of an 
overruling Providence, then will God, in his divine wisdom, crown with 
victory this struggle of our infant colonies, to maintain their heaven-born 
rights, and win a position in the great family of nations. No, father ! we 
may suffer, but I have no fear of the result. And now a word as to Isabel 
Carlton. 

Walter. Ah, Phillip ; I fear you have centred affections there that 
cannot be requited. Not but that Isabel would willingly become yours, 
if such a thing were possible, but she is inviolably pledged unto another 
— Guy Bradbrook. 

Philip. I do not fully understand the nature of that pledge — pray 
explain it to me, father, that I may learn if there is nothing on which 
love may hang a hope. 

Walter. You are aware that Isabel's father and Nathan Bradbrook 
were, at one time, business partners in the city of -New York, where they 
accumulated a fortune, though Mr. Carlton was the richer of the two. 
While this partnership existed, Isabel and Guy were born, and, when yet 
children, were, by their fathers, pledged each unto the other. Retiring 
from business, the partners, sought a home in this valley. Bradbrook 
settling at Johnstown, and Carlton here, at Oriskany. Thus separated, 
Carlton had no means of ascertaining how the recklessness of young Brad- 
brook's youth developed itself in hia manhood, else he would have forever 
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put a stop to any union between such a man and his gentle, loving child. 
Bui he was ignorant of all, and on his death-bed, exacted a promise from 
Isabel, that on her nineteenth birth-day, she would become the wife of 
Guy Bradbrook. Until that day, now but four months distant, I was 
appointed the executor of his estate and guardian of his child. 

Philip. Isabel the wife of Guy Bradbrook ! 'Tis like linking the lamb 
to the wolf, with this only diflference, that the wolf would destroy, not 
torture his victim. Besides, are not these Bradbrooks the very head of 
those blood-thirsty Tories, who, renegades from their country, have 
become the myrmidons of tyrants that seek, by means the most revolting, 
to crush out the very thought of liberty from the hearts of our people. 
(Ready, Shouts R. U. E.) 

Walter. True ! true, my son ! And yet these are men whom we once 
delighted to call brothers, for they were so. The blood that flows in their 
veins, courses through our own, and in times, not long passed, that same 
blood has commingled on the same battle field, battling in the same 
cause. 

Philip. But they have forgotten the past, and now, for no other 
crime than daring to assert that we have rights co-equal with their own, 
they would degrade us into slaves, or blot us out of existence. And by 
what means do they seek the accomplishment of their hellish purposes ? 
A nation, boasting of its civilization, scruples not to employ the brutal 
savage in its work of extermination — setting a price on Christian heads. 
As the ruthless red man twines his fingers in the soft ringlets, or the 
silvered hair of his victim, to secure the reeking trophy, he exults, not that 
he has slain a foe, but that he has gained the bleeding proof that wins 
his damning stipend. But hark ! I hear footsteps in the forest. 
(Philip retires to the hackgroundy and stooping down^ bends his ear to the 

ground.) 

They are coming this way. 

Walter. Is it the tread of Indians? 

Philip. Ko ! no ! They are our own people. 

Walter. Are you sure, my son ? 

Philip. Yes, father. I heard the pattering of little feet, 
{Shouts in the distance, ''The British,'' ''The Indians," "The Tories,'' 

these shouts draw nearer and nearer,) 
and hark at their cries — what can it mean ? They are coming this way. 

(Hurried Music.) 

(Enter Jrom R. U. E., several men, women and children. They all 
carry bundles, or parcels of smne kind — bedding, household utensils, and 
fanning implements. James Wilder is supporting his Tnother, an old, 
infirm, and sickly person. Down R.) 

Philip. Ah ! James, what does all these cries portend ? 

James. Death ! Destruction ! Extermination ! The British — Hessians 
— Tories — Indians — all coming. 

Philip- The British coming ? 

Jam^s. Yes, Mr. Lancey : therefore you'll have to be on the move at 
once. 

Philip. So I have supposed. But tell me, James, what has happened ? 



Digitized by CnOOg IC 



OR, TH« MAID OF THE WAR PATH. 9 

James. Well, sir, just this has happened : St. Ledger came up the lake 
to-day, with seven hundred British rangers ; and with him are those infer- 
nal Tories, Johnson, Glaus and Butler, with their reprobate followers, and 
the Mohawk chief, Brant, with his savage scalpers. The Tories and Indi- 
ans number all of one thousand, so that an army of seventeen hundred 
men is coming against us ! 

Philip. And their plans, Janies, — do you know them ? 

James. Yes. First to destroy every Patriot homstead in their way 
until they reach Fort Schuyler ; then they mean to take that and hold it ; 
and then sweep on, butchering, and burning, and laying waste, clear 
through the valley of the Mohawk. St. Leger is to meet Burgoyne at 
Albanyi 

Philip. They will probably land at the old fort. 

James. Of course. 

Philip. Then if they move on direct for Fort Schuyler, they may not 
come here. 

Jamss. Of that you must judge for youi'feelf. I can only tell you what 
I have heard. The Tories and Indians will perform the side work, such 
as devasting settlements that lie out of their direct path ; and you can 
best tell whether any of them are aware of the whereabouts of the old 
Rebel Lancey and his son. 

Philip. {Startirig.) Did you say Johnson was with St. Leger? 

James. Yes — Sir John. 

Philip. Did you see him ? 

James. -No ! I have not seen any of the enemy. The news I have just 
given you, was imparted to me by a friendly Oneida. 

Philip. (Aside to Walter.) Father, Sir John Johnson is with the 
enemy, and he leads' a large band of Tories.s Of course, Bradbrook is 
with Jaim — ^both the old man and Guy. They will turn their steps this 
way. 

Walter. Would Sir John harm me ? 

Philip. Would he harm you? Aye, he wOuld plunge a knife to youp 
heart, even now ! What are the friendships of other days in times like 
these ? I tell you that Johnson and Bradbrook would either of them slay 
us all in our house, and then sing the song of praise over our fall ! We 
must flee at once ! 'Tis our only hope ! 

Vf'alter. Leave our home ! Oh, they cannot harm me ! 

Philip. J% you know Nathan Bradbrook ? Do you suppose his will 
towards us is the wish of one who wishes us well? (Little Red Fire R. U. 
E. Distant Indian yell.) And see, even while I speak, the work of destruc- 
tion commences ! (pointing off R. IT. E.) Look at the blue smoke curl- 
ing up above yon trees, warning us that the incendiary is near. 

Janies. 'Tis from Norton's house. 

Norton. Aye, it is my house. Why need they ruin our houses and 
our growing crops, what have I done to merit this ? 

Philip. You have dared to love Liberty better than oppression I But 
this wont answer for us. We must flee now, but it shall not be always so. 
No, no, — as sure as God is just, just so sure shall the time come when 
they shall flee ! But come, father,, we must hurry. 

Walter, Philip, my boy, whatever may befall us, let me enjoin upon 
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you the preservation o^ Isabel Carlton, above all other things, even though 
it involved the loss of your old father. 

Enter hahelfrom the howte^ folloimd by Phillip L. 3 E, 

Isabel. {Running to Philip^) Oh ! Philip, what is the meaning of this 
strange confusion, and why are our neighbors here in this alarm. Tell 
me — tell me all. 

Philip. I will. St. Leger is coming with seven hundred of his rangers, 
and .with him are the Indian chief Brant ; the wicked Claus ; Guy, and 
Sir John Johnson. With these two brothers, Guy and John, are all the 
Tories of the neighborhood ! 

Isabel. Is h£ with them ? 

Philip. Do you mean Guy Bradbrook, or his father ? 

Ishbel. Both — either. 

Philip. They are both with them, of course. 

Isabel. We must flee then ? 

Philip. Yes, Isabel ; I wish you to speak plainly — ^tell me truly — will 
you place yourself under my care — for the present I mean — to lead you 
clear of coming dangers? \ 

Isabel. In this hour, I can lo^ok to no one else. Philip — oh ! God have 
mercy on me ! — Save me 1 {Isabel throws herself in Philip'' s arms,) 

Philip. I will, while llfey lasts. Hurry now — prepare for our depar- 
ture. We must to the fort a^ once. 

Isabel. I shant be long. (Exit Isabel into the cot.) 

James. Well, Mr. Lancey, I suppose we had better jog on, so as to get 
the women and children in a place of safety. 

Philip (Cn>sses P.) On with you then friends, let me not detain you. 
{James and ih-e rest of th£ party that entered with him^ exit L. 2 E.) 

Philip. Where can Jocko be all this time. The scqjindrel must know 
how much I need him now. Let me catch him. 

Walter. It can't be that he has fled from danger, can it ? 

Philip. 1 never mistrusted that he had such a weakness. Jocko isn't 
a coward. Yet he may have run away from fear of being taken by the 
Indians. 

Phillis. Now dat *ar aint at all likely. I don't b'lebe Jocko ebber 
fraid ob de Injuns. He's been an' gone to did sum'fn, now you may be 
sartin. 

Philip, Still he should be here at such a time. I need him more at 
this moment than he is worth. 

Phillis. It mus' be drefful aggerwatin' ; de wicked boy ort*r know'd 
better. But he's a dreflFul good boy, Mas'r Philip. 

Philip. He is indeed, Phillis. I have received an hundred proofs of 
his faithfulness and affection. 

Jocko. (Outside, R. U.E.) Mas'r Philip! Mas'r Philip! 

Philip. Ah ! tis he. (Jocko rushes on in wild disorder^ covered with 
dust, and nearly out of breath.) Why, how now, Jocko? 

Jocko. Jes' two words, Mas'r Philip, Injun — Tort I Dat ar' Injun 
tiger. Brant, with him host ob scalpers, am a comin' ober de hill by de 
oak clearin', an' Guy Johnson an' Guy Bradbrook, wid two companies ob 
Tories, am a comin' round by de ole mill. Dey is to meet here. Dey 
tinks you no get um news ob dar comin'. So. now 'f 'u is all packed up, 
you'd better jus' foUer me. 
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OR, THK UAID OF THE WAR PATH. 11 

Philip. How do you know all this ?" 

Jocko. I heerM it all from de lips ob Guy Bradbrook an* Brant 
*umselve8. But don't stop now. I tell ye Tve been right In 'mongst 
'um, an' dey is a comin' up here jus' as quick as dey kin. Guy Bradrook 
hoped to cut ye off 'twixt here an' de fort. 

(Isabel enters from the cot in time to hear Jocko's last words.) 

Isabel. Save yourself, Philip. Save your father and yourself, and let 
me " 

Philip. Hold, Isabel, ray father bids me save you. At present he has 
the right. While I live they shall not tear you from those who should 
guard you. Are you ready to depart. 

Isabel. Aye ! everything is prepared. Phillis will find everything that 
I would preserve ready in my room. 

Philip. Then haste Phillis. {Phillis goes ifito cot. Paring the fore* 
going dialogue Walter Lancey has been standing in the boA^kground^ R. C.y 
seemingly communing toiih himself. Philip now goes to him and shakes 
him gently by the arm.) Come, come, father! this is no time for despon- 
dency. Action ! action is now the word. 

Walter. Ah, Philip, when I look upon these broad fields, and see the 
noble grain waving in the dim light, and think that on the morrow, where 
now the Genius of Plenty smiles, the Fiend of Devastation will stalk abroad 
with fire and ruin I is it a wonder that I yearn for the grave to shut out 
the horrid picture. 

Philip. Look farther into the future, — that future when these valleys 
.and streams shall teem with a nation of freemen. A nation admi- 
rable in its intelligence — rich in its resources — great in its strength — and 
powerful in its influence. Is not this a picture worthy of a great sacrifice ? 
And will not the prayers of these freemen ascend to heaven in gratitude 
to those who perilled all to make them free. As the parent owes some- 
thing to the child, so do we owe a debt to posterity, and what nobler 
boon can we bestow than Liberty. 

Walter. Right, right, my child ! I feel almost young again, and am 
resigned to whatever fate may ordain for me. 

JEnter Phillis from the house^ carrying several bundles supposed to contain 
clothing. She also has a mantle^ with a hood to it^ for Isabel. 

Phillis. Har I is, Miss Isabel — all ready for trablin. You take dese, 
{handing Isabel the mantle and a small box^) and I'll tote de bundles. 

Philip. Now then, Jocko, as you are acquainted with the path you 
must be our guide to the fort. Father, you and Isabel, with Phillis, keep 
well together. I will be close in the rear, and should any of these Tories 
come in the vicinity of my good rifle, I'll try what effect its leaden con- 
tents will have upon his iron conscience. 

Jocko. Yes I and if any ob dem copper colored Injun niggers comes in 
de wercinity ob dese apple stealers, {holding up his hands^) by squasherum, 
I'll choke de red all out ob dem, til dey is bracker dan Ole Jock*. 
{Exit JockOy L. 1 E.y followed by Isabel^ Walter Lancey, and Phillis. 

Philip takes a final look off, R. U. E., then cautiously follows them. 

Pizzicato Music until Philip is off, then loud yells and a hurry for Guy 

Bradbrook, Nathan^ Van Swart, Zebulon, and Indians to enter from 

R. U. E,) 
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Guy. Quick ! Into the house and secure the rebels. {Hurry.) 
^Guy Bradhrook^ Van Swarty and Indians rush into tlie house^ returning 

after a few moments' pause. 

Guy. Curses on the luck — they have escaped, and with them Isabel ! 
But we may overtake them yet. We will divide into scouting parties, and 
scour the woods. {Speaking to a couple of Indians.) You into the cot. 
There secure what plunder you may find, then set fire to the rebel quar- 
ters, and follow us. {Two Indians enter the house.) And now, whoever 
secures to me Isabel Carlton has but to name his reward. The scalp of 
Philip Lancey shall be worth five hundred dollars to the warrior that 
brings it in. {Hurry till change.) 
The Indians yell^ and rush off at different entrances L. The Bradhrooksy 

Van Swarty andZebulon exit L. 2 E. After they are off the hutis.seeji 

in fames, and as the two India7is are about to eiiter from it^ Jocko runs 

on from L. U. E.^ forces the door shut^ and bars it on th^ outside. 

Jocko. By squasherum !* dar'll be a couple o* roast Injuns! Hi! yak 
yak ! I kin git ahead o' dem Rory-toreys yet. {Runs off hastily^ L. U. E.) 

Scene III. — Wood and Cut Wood R. dt L. Enter from R. 2 K Isabel^ 
PhilliSy Walter Lancey ^ and all the fugitives. Music. 
Philip {Looking around) Why where did Jocko disappear to so sud- 
denly ? (Jocko runs on, L. 2 E. 
Jocko. Yar I is, Mas'r Philip. 
' Philip. What have you been doing ? 

Jocko. Roastin' Injuns ! I went back for my ole coat dat I lef* in de 
house, but when I got dar I seed de house a burnin' and a couple o' red 
niggers comin' out ob it, an one ob dem had dat ole coat. I knowed de 
coat was gwan for sartain sure, but I was bound dat it should'nt go off de 
primesis, an' dar was no oder way dan to make de Injuns stay dar too. 
By squasherum ! but you orter heerd dem squirm and holler wen dey 
began to cook. It were too bad, dough, to lose dat ole coat. But now you 
better push right ahead wid me, for dem deblish Toreys and Injuns are 
pboty near us. 

Philip. You, Jocko, know the way to the fort better than any here, 
so lead the way. Myself and James will follow your track. {Hurry^ the 
Jugitives all exit R. 2 E.^ led by Jocko, Ajter they are off^ yells heard 
in the distance. 

Philip. Hist! There is an Indian close at hand. Quick, conceal 
yourself. 

James goes behind tree, R.y Philip behind tree L. Music pizzicato. An 
Indian enters stealthily^ L. 2 -&'., he crosses to i2., looks off^ and then, 
returning to C. of stage ^ places his hand to his lips^ as if about to yell, 
when Philip chops him down with his axe {Chord. Repeat pizzicato.) 
After he has f aliens another Indian enters from X., and as he gets to C 
gives an exclamation^' " Hiss — «-.«?," as he ctoes so Philip strikes him with 
his axe — {Chord) — he falls dead by the body of the oth^- Indian. James 
comes forward. 

. Philip. These two were sent forward to follow this particular course, 
and probably others are waiting at the great rock for their signal. 
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Jame9. I think 70a are right. And thank Ood those bloodthinty 
wretches^ warnings are hushed. 

Philip, James, let us lose no time in making* onr way to the fort. 
There is no safety for ns until we are within its walls. {MtuiCy Awrry, 
they exU R. H,) 

ScKNK IV. ^ Wood. SnUr Ouy atid Nathan Bradbrook, and Van 8wm1y 

L. IK 

Guy. Further pursuit is hopeless. They are already under the pro* 
tection of the guns from the fort. The escape of the Lanceys is suffi- 
ciently annoying without being galled by the loss of the girl. 

Van Swart. The gals loss needn^t trouble you much if yon have a 
hundred dollars to spare for her recovery. 

Guy. A hundred dollars ! P^shaw ! I would double that sum to have 
her in my power. 

Nathan. If money would bring her Td not grudge any sum — in reetaon. 
But that is impossible. 

Van Swart. I thinks the contraryways. Only give me your word that 
when I put the gal in your hands, you^ll put two hundred hard dollars in 
mine, and youHl see tf the thing^s unpossible. 

Ghiy. How will you work it, Moses ? 

Van Swart. T\\ go to the fort after her, to be sure. 

Nathan.. Go to the fort, eh? What you? Hal ha I The King would 
soon he minus one of his staunchest supporters, and Moses Van Swart 
instead of earning hard dollars, would get a load of rebel lead that he*d 
not be able to stand under. 

Van Swart. That's my look out, Sir. All youVe to do is to say that 
you'll stand by your offer. 

Guy. Tou fetch the girl, Moses, and the money will be safe enough. 
But what are your plans ? 

Van Sioart. V\i tell you my plans after they're worked out. Tou go 
back to the camp of St. Leger, and there wait patiently till to-morrow. 
If by that time you don't shake hands with Moses, you may be sure that 
Moses' hand is too cold to shake. 

Guy. Well, come leither, we'll return to the camp as Moses desires, 
and see if what he says is but an empty boast. We can do no more good 
here, at any rate. 

Nathan. Good bye, then, Moses. It's a rash adventure you've under* 
taken, and I pity you. 

Van Swart. Hang your pity — only pay me, that's all I want. 

{Exit Guy and Nathan, L. 1 ^., Van Swart, R.) 
SccNS y. — Room in Fort Schuyler. Table with writing materials^ books^ 

maps, etc., Col. Gansevort diseoverd at table, looking over papers. 

Ganse. And so this inflated English General, St. Leger, with his host 
of English, Hessians, Tories and Indians, imagines chat he has but to invest 
our good fort to capture it ; but he will learn that it is one thing to de- 
mand our surrender, and another to take ma. I have been entrusted with 
the command of this fortress — the loss of which would expose the western 
settlements to the mercy of the scalping-knifc and the fire-brand — and that 

3 
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eommand I will only relinquish with mj life, or at the will of him who 
placed me here — George Washington. (Enter an orderly^ L. 1 E.) 

Orderly, Colonel, a crowd of men, women and children, fleeing from 
the Indians, have just been admitted at the northern bastion. 

Ganse, Send their leader to me. (Orderly exitSy L.) Well, our ene- 
mies are doing their brutal work effectually, but retribution must come. 
{Enter Philip and Walter Laneey, Isabel Carlton^ Phillis and Jockoy L. 1 

E,y preceded by orderly^ who retires R, Gansevoort advances to receive 

them. He recognises Philip and his father.) 

Ganse, What ! Philip Lancey and his aged father I Have you too 
been driven from your home — that home where, but a short time since, I 
was so hospitably entertained, while on my way to assume command of 
this place ? 

Philip. Alas! *tis too true. Colonel. That home is now a heap of 
smouldering ruins. This day a party of Tories and Indians landed at 
Oriskaney, and destroyed the houses and growing crops of all who were 
suspected of harboring in their breasts a spark of patriotism. 

Ganse. How did you manage to make your way through the enemy's 
Unes, which now encircle us on every side ? 

Philip. My boy here, Jocko, was my guide. He is well acquainted 
with every part of the surrounding country, and knew a place to creep 
through, though it was a difficult road for women and children. 
• Ganse. Your sister, I presume, (referring to Isabel) A sligJU pause. 
The Colonel perceiving that neither Philip mrr Isabel is inclined to ansvoer 
his question^ continues his speech : Oh, I see, a perspective wife. 

Walter. No, Colonel ; she is the orphan child of Robert Carlton, who, 
on his death-bed, appointed me her guardian. 

Isabel. And well, sir, has he fulfilled his thankless task — making me 
almost forget the loss of a father by his kindly care. And the thought 
that I must soon part from him, causes me the keenest pang that I have 
felt since my father's death. 

Ganse. Why must you part from him ? 

Walter, Because she is the betrothed wife of Guy Bradbrook. 

Ganse. What ! So fair a creature become the wife of that black-hearted 
Tory, who delights in shedding the blood of his countrymen ! 

Isabel, The same, sir. My last words to my father, were, a promise 
that I would wed Guy Bradbrook, ai^d in three months h^ce, that pro* 
Qiise will be fulfilled, unless, indeed, some accident should prevent it. 

Ganes, Well, I know not how much you may love him, lady, but if he 
should fal! into my hands, he will be likely to meet with an accident that 
will prevent your ever becoming Mrs. Bradbrook. And, now then, as 
night is at hand, and as you must feel fatigued after your weary march, 
I will have you shown to a room where you will find the luxury of as good 
a bed as our poor quarters can afford. 

Isabel. You will find me too much of a patriot, Colonel, to grumble at 
the hardest fare. In times like these, when fathers, husbands and brothers 
are risking their lives in the cause of freedom, it is the duty of woman, as 
ghe cannot share the dangers of the battle-field, to show, by her example, 
that she is willing to suffer th^ deprivation of every comfort, and if her 
death can redound to the public good to yield up even life itself. 

Ganse, Well spoken. You are a true patriot, Miss Carlton. Orderly, 
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{Orderly advances R. C.) conduct Miss Carlton and her attendant to the 
Tacant room on the south-western comer of the officers quarters. Mr. 
Laocey, you, and your son will remain with me a short time for conversa- 
tion. 

Isabel. Wellf good night, father — good night, Philip. I shall see yon 
early in the morning, after a good night^s rest too, for I am determined to 
sleep well, if only to spite those who have burned us out of our comforta- 
ble home. {She is going off JR. when Jocko who has crossed over during the 
scene speaks to her. 

Jocko. HasnH you got a good night for roe, Missee Bella? 

Isabel. A good night for you, Jocko ! that I have, indeed, for to you 
I feel that we are all indebted for our lives; and in the prayers I nightly 
offer lip to Him, for the welfare of my beloved country, and for the pre- 
servation of my dearest friends, the name of Jocko shall ever mingle^ 
And so, good night, my faithful Jocko. {Exit Isabel andPhillis, R. 1 E, 
preceded by the Orderly^) 

Ganse. Miss Carlton appears to have a devoted friend in your servant 
here. 

Philip. She has indeed. Jocko, I believe, would most willingly lay 
down his life for her — if such a sacrifice were necessary. 

Jocko. Td do more dan dat, MasV — ^IM roast all de Injuns in de 
country. {Orderly enters R.\E.^ crosses behind, and exit L. \ K) 

Ganse. Well, gentlemen, I congratulate you on your escape from your 
enemies, and promise to afford you all the protection in my power. Our 
situation here, however, is a precarious one. We are encompassed by a 
powerful foe, quadrupling mA in numbers ; but our men are all in good con- 
dition, and fired by a patriotic enthusiasm that will not cool while our soil 
contains a foe to combat. I myself, have no fears of the result. Our 
Obmmissary contains six weeks provision, and before the expiration of 
that time, we shfdl, I hope, be relieved. But should it come to the worst, 
surrender forms no part of our creed — our moCto is victory or death ! 

Philip. I rejoice to hear you say so, Colonel ; for as I have now no 
home, the remainder of my life is henceforth devoted to my country I 
Enter an Orderley R,\E, 

Orderly. Colonel a deserter from the enemy is without the fort near 
the sally pott 

Colonel. Blindfold him and bring him here. {Exit Orderly.) We have 
received several deserters from the enemy, but I treat them with the 
utmost caution, as I am suspicious of the man who deserts from the strong 
to the weak — the motive that impels him, must be a powerful one, else he 
comes as a spy. 

{Re-enter Orderly conducting Van Swart^ who has disguised -himself by 
cropping his beard and Miir. His dress is ragged and dirty^ • Orderly 
rettres up L.) 

Ganse. What is your name I 

Van Swart. Moses Van Swart, sir. ^ s 

Ganse. Where are you from ? 

Van Swart. Fix>m the camp of Colonel St. Leger, • 

Ganse, Mid why have you come here ? 
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Van Swart, Because my tastes lie here. Look at that, sir. {Ht iake^ 
^ff his old coat and shows his hack covered with stripes and bloody.) 

Oanse, Why was that done f 

Van Swart. I was suspected of attemptiug to desert, sir. Aod I did 
desert. John Johnson told me that the rebels would cut all our throats if 
they caught us. But he lied to me, sir, and I knew he did at the time, 
only I was forced to join him for fear of my life. 

Ganse.* Put on your coat. And so you wish to join ns, eh ? 

Van Swart. That's my idee. 

Oanse. And why do you wish to join us ? 

Van Swart. Ask my back ! Why t yengeance for them stripes, to be 
Mre^ — blood for blood ! 

Ganse. Yery well. We are glad of accessions to our ranks. What 
pay do you want ? 

Van Swart. 0, I'm not particular about that, sir. Let it go. 

Ganse. Never mind, you shall be satisfied. You may go, now, and to- 
morrow I'll see about putting you on duty. ( Van Swart goes off L, with 
the Orderly.) 

Ganse. I don't like the looks of the fellow. 

Philip. Nor do I, sir. He is evidently up to mischief. 

Ganse. Aye — that he is. In the first place, a man with that face would 
never treat the subject of his pay lightly, if he meant to work any. How-r 
ever, I'll have him watched. And now, friends, before retiring for the 
night, if you will adjourn with me to the mess room, you shall partake of 
as good fare as our meagre table affords. 

Philip. I rather conjecture. Colonel, that our appetites are too keen 
for our stomachs to be very sensitive. 

Ganse. Come then — and we'll endeavor to find a bone for your serv- 
ant to pick. \ 

Jocko. By squashy ! I'se so hungry I could pick de leg ob one ob 
dem Injuns dat was cooked wid mj ole coat. 

{Exit Gansevoorty Pkilipy Nathan and Joeko^ It. 1 E^ 

Scene Yl.^Sleeping apartment in the fort. The centre of the scene U 
open, so as to show a bed behind the flat — common curtains are hung in 
front -of the bed, plainly fumishea— small table and tvfo stools E. C. 
Isabel enters E. 1 E. Chair put on L. 2 E.) 

Isabel. This is certainly not a moment to inspire one with the pleas- 
antest thoughts, yet, I feel an unusual despondency, that I strive in vain 
to throw off. Why I am thus sad is more than I can conjecture, for I am 
not only out of present peril, but those I love best are in safety, too. 
Well, perhaps a good night's rest will dissipate this melancholy--«leep, 
like death, is a sovereign remedy for the ills of life. 
{Enter PhilliSy E. 1 E.) 

Phillis. Why, missus, is'nt you in bed yet. I tought yon was fas' 
•sleep by dis time. 

Isabel. I shall retire immediately, Phillis. But first I should like to 
batlft my temples in some cool water — they throb and pai& me most 
intensely. 
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Phillis. rU fetch you some water from de wash room, Missus. 

Itahel. Stay, PhiUis, — V\\ go with you, for there are no facilities for 
washing 4n this poor room. (Exit Phillis and Isabel^ B. 8 E. After 
they are off Van Swart enters disguised cut a tomnan^ mth a handkerchief 
tied about kin heady in a sort of turban fashion.) 

Van Swart. Ha ! ha ! ha ! These rebel chaps are rather cute, and 
wonld do very well to watch any one but Moses Van Swart. They look- 
ed right sharp after me until I was asleep, as they thought, and then they 
left me to myself. My snorin* satisfied them that all was right till mom- 
m\ Lucky though they didn^t *zamine my person, else they mought a 
found what made me 'pear so fat. Ah ! here comes my prize. I reckon 
it's so dark she 'wont 'stinguish that my physog is rather a hard one for a 
woman. 

(Enter Isabel -JR,S K) 

Isabel. The cool water has somewhat revived me — (sees Van Swart.) 
A woman ! what brought her here, I wonder, and who can she be ! 

Van Swart. This is Isabel Carlton ? 

Isabel. That is my name. But who are you ? 

Van Swart. Haven't you found out who the matron of the place is 
yet? But never mind. Philip Lancey and his father is with Colonel 
Gansevoort. The Colonel wants you to come into his office as soon as ye 
can. There's something very important. 

Isabel. Strange that they should send for me at this hour! Where is 
the Colonel? 

Van Swart. Only right around to the next door. 

Isabel. Do you know what the business is ? 

Van Swart. No, Miss Carlton. Only I know it must be important, or 
Colonel Gansevoort wouldn't ^send for ye at this time. I think they've 
heard something from the enemy's camp. But I don't know. 

Isabel. It must be something urgent, certainly — else they would not 
have required my presence. Will you guide me to the Colonel's office. 

Van Swart. Yes, mum I (Isable crosses over to L.) Hadn't you better 
put on your shawl, mum — the night air is rayther damp. 

Isabel. Thank you. 
Van Swart goes up and takes IsaheVs shawl from a chair, where she has 
placed it during the previous scene. 

Van Swart. Just let me put it round your shoulders, mum. So ! — 
there — you'll go safe enough now. (He suddenly draws the shawl around 
her mouthy but not before she has suqpeeded in giving a loud scream.) 
Come along my two hundred dollars, the dice is thrown now, and I must 
win, or Moses is lost. (Musicy Hurry.) 

He picks her up in his arms and rushes off L. IE. Phillis runs on R. 

SE. 

Phillis. Lord a massy I what am de matter ? (looks off L.) Oh my t 
oh, look dar ! Somebody am runniu' off wid missus ! (She screams at 
the top of her voice.) Oh, Mas'r Philip ! Mas'r Philip I 

(Philip and Walter Lancey enter hastily from R. \ E.) y 

Philip. What is the matter here ? 

Phillis. Somebody am a runnjn' off wid Missee Isabel 

Philip. Speak! which way did they go? 

PhiUis. Right out o' dat door dar. (Pointing L.) 
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Philip ritihet out X., foUowed by his father, Phillia seizes chair and 
nuhes off crying \ — ^If I cotch hole ob dem Fll broke dar back wid dis 
7ar char. 

Stage very dark. Music Tremuloso, 

SoxKS VII. — Interior view of the Fort. The wall runs up the stage and forme 
an angle in the C. Platform for sentinel to walk on extends around 
the wall vfithin two feet of tJte top. The wall of the fort is carried out 
on the wings down to first entrance. ' Back of stage represents a distant 
moonlight view of the surrounding country. At change of scene a sefiti- 
nel is discovered pacing the platform. Shotits of the sentinels heard 
outside L. Who goes there f Who goes there t Stop, Hold Van Swart 
rushes on bearing Isabel in his arms. The sentinel on platform ex^ 
claims^ ** Stop, or Fll shoot you down.^^ 
Van Swart. Stop the devil. 

He rushes upon theplatform, when the sentinel pulls trigger^ but his mus- 
ket fnissesjire. Before the sentinel has time to recover. Van Swart push- 
es himirwn. the platform, and then Jumps to the outside of the wall, car- 
ryina Isabel with him, exclaiming as he does so, " The prize is mine,^^ 
Philip and Walter Lancey, with Phillis, enter X., Qansevoort It., 
Jocko H. U. My Soldiers from different entrances. 
Ganse. What id the meaning of this turmoil ? 
Philip. Isabel has been carried oflf by some villain in the pay of Guy 

Bradbrook. But I will save her or lose that life which is now valueless. 

He is abont to rush up the platform, when G^ansevoort and W<'lter seize 

him. 
Ganse. Are you mad, man ? She is now within the enemy^s lines, or, 

at least, where it would be certain death to follow her. 
Jocko. Yes, mas'r, you stay yar and trust to Jocko. You b6 killed, 

sartin sure, but nig^er^s life aint worth much nohow. If Miss Isabel am 

to be foun\ Til foun her sure as deff, and if I does'nt come back no more, 

all I ax is dat you pray de Lord not to send poor Jocko war dem roasted 

Injuns am.gwan to. 

(Jocko runs up the platform, and jumping on the wall leaps over with a 
** Hi — yak — yak.^ Hurried Music. Picture. Philip Lancey, L. (7., 
his right arm held by Col. Gansevoort — his head sunk on his father* s 
shoulder. Soldiers looking on with wonder. Phillis crying in L. H, 
c<ymer. CURTAIN.) 
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ACT n. 

ScjBHi I. — {Mtme. Room in Fort Schuyler, Enter from R. 1 E, Philip 

Lancey.) 

Philip. She loyed me I She had loved me a long time. Oh ! Isabel, 
can I live to se^ thee the wife of such a monster ! It must not, cannot be. 
Oh ! Isabel ! Isabel ! If I knew thou loved me as I have d ired to hope 
thou did'st — ^if I thought it would alford thee joy to be restored to my 
father^s side — Fd cast my life into the scale this very moment. 
(Enter Walter Ldncey, E, 1 E.) 

Walter, Philip, my son, why do^st thou wander thus alone f 

Philip. Can you ask me, father ? 

Walter. I have asked thee, Philip, and I would ask thee again : HasH 
thou looked upon the maiden with hopes of winning more than a sister's 
love from her f 

Philip. Father, do you wonder that the ivy twines itself about the 
oak ? that the drooping flower revives beneath the falling rain f that the 
sun gives light — or the stars shine in their heavenly places, when the king 
of day shines upon them from behind the curtain of night ? Do you won- 
der at this ? 

Walter, No, my son. 

Philip. Then can you wonder that I have loved Isabel Carlton ? And 
she, I am sure, loves me in return. 

Walter. Alas ! I hope not. ^ 

Philip, What? Does't oJBfend thee, father? 

Walter. Nay, my child, it doth not offend me ; but it gives me pain. 
When I received the girl into my care, I gave a solemn promise to her 
father, that when she had reached a given age, I would yield her up to 
him whom he had chosen to be her partner for life. The taunt has been 
more than once thrown upon me that I would learn Isabel to love one of 
my own sons. I spumed the base insinuation, and declared that my sons 
'would uphold their father's honor. 

Philip.. And so they have — and so they will. Should Guy Bradbr^ok 
live on the day that sees Isabel nineteen years of age, I would yield her up 
to him if she were willing to go. 

Walter, (Fearfully.) Live! Philip! Could ycm — you — aim the shaft 
at Guy Bradbrook's heart? 

Philip. No, father! No, no, — ^if I meet him on the fieM I will flee 
from him, and should he overtake me I will defend myself as best I can. 

Walter. But in the heat of battle, my son, when the blood is hot, and 
the passions all aroused, I fear you would not suffer long beneath the 
attack of Guy Bradbrook. Suppose he should overtake you, as you say, 
and push you to the extremity of your own life? 

Philip. I should smite him as I would a wild beast I 
Walter, Ah — and then 

Philip. And then farewell to sweet Isabel forever ! For I could never 
offer her my hand afber that! N^ow, one question, father, and the subject 
may rest for the present. If Isabel should seek thy kind care again, yon 
would not turn her from you ? 
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Walter. Turn her from me? You know I would not. I love the 
gentle, trusting girl, too well for that. {Enter Gansevoort, L. % E.) 

Ganae. By the powers of darkness, gentlemen, but Master Moses Van 
Swart cut a bold figure that time. 

Walter. Have you learned anything ? 

Ganse, Enough to assure us how the thing was done. Our men were 
at work yesterday upon the parapet, and had thrown quite a pile of soft 
dirt upon the terrace. Van Swart must have known this, for we have found 
that he leaped from the parapet clear to this dirt ; and we saw where the 
girl's feet touched the sand as they came down. 

Philip. But the woman who was seen? 

Ganse. Was Master Moses himself. We have satisfied ourselves upon 
that point. 0, *twas a well'contrived plan, and a bold man executed it. 
But Heaven grant that the fair maiden escapes the villain's power ! And 
if you allow him to make that girl his wife — that is, if it lies in your power 
to prevent it — you are not the man I take you to be. 
{Orderly enters, L. 1 E.) 
~. Orderly, A messenger from the British camp, with word from Lady 
Isabel Carlton to Col. Gansevoort, seeks admitance to the fort. 

Col. Ganse. Let him be brought in. {Exit orderly, L. \ E.) 

Philip. From Isabel? Oh, now we shall, at least, hear from her. 
{Orderly enters, L. 1 E., condticting the British messenger.) 

Messenger, Miss Carlton is very sick, sir. She caught a severe cold 
last night, as she went to bed with her wet garments on. This morning 
she is suffering with fever, and she is very anxious that her negro woman, 
Phillis, be allowed to come to her. She weeps and prays by turns for the 
boon. 

Philip, Oh! heavens! Isabel sick! Injured, perhaps, during her 
passage to your camp. 

Messenger. Not at all, sir ; and if she had put on dry clothes, as she 
might have done, by simply asking for them, she wouldn't have been 
sick now. 

Ganse. You may withdraw, sir. We will confer together, and give 
you your answer with as little delay as possible. {77ie messenger goes off, 
L. 1 E., followed hy the orderly.) Can this woman be trusted? 

Philip. There never was a woman I would trust more implicitly. 

Walter. My son speaks truly. Phillis is a firm, reliable patriot, and 
she hates a Tory worse than she does the savages. Her conscience is 
active; but she believes that it is better to deceive a wicked man than to 
betray a friend. At all events, if I speak to her, and put her on her guard, 
I will* answer for her faith. I will speak to her. {Exit Walter, R. 1 E.) 

Ganse. If she is very shrewd, we may turn the abduction of Miss 
Carlton to some account. The, enemy may place more reliance on the 
casual remarks of this humble domestic, than on the assertions of a person 
of more note. {Enter Phillis, R. 1 E) 

Phillis, Does you wish to see me, Massa Philip? 

Philip. The Colonel wishes to send you to the British camp to attend 
on your young mistress, who is said to be quite sick. 

Phillis. What! Missee Isabel sick! Now, isn't dat prowoken? I 
knew 'twouldn't 'gree wid her dar. If 'Merican woman jis goes 'mong dem 
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Britishers, its boun' to 'sgust her — and Fse sure deys been doin* someting 
to her dat dey shouldnH done. Oh, I onlj wish dat I was a big soger 
army, if I wouldnH go and ^sterminate de hull batch ob dem nasty rascals I 

Ganse, I wish you were able to carry out your laudable desires. But 
now listen to me. Suppose the English officers should ask how many 
men we had, and how much provisions we had, and wh^re the defences 
were, and so on, what should you tell them f 

Phillis. Me poor nigger, masV, {chtickling^) me ken know jus' noff'n - 
at all, or me can tell um bloody, unfeelin' Britishers anyting you like to 
have them t*ink. 

Game, I guess, on the whole, it will be better for you to know nothing 
— yet, should a favorable opportunity occur, you may magnify a little, in 
a quiet sort of way. If .you hare anything special to send Miss Carlton, 
convey your wishes to Miss Phillis, and then let her prepare for her de- 
parture. Some dAys since I dispatched a messenger to General Schuyler 
for re-inforcements, my messenger should have returned yesterday, I feel 
anxious about him. You will find me at my office. {Exit Ganne^ L, 1 JS,) 

Phillis. Hab you hieerd anyting of Jocko, sence he jumped ober de 
fort? 

Philip, Not a word. 

Philm. If I fine's out dat dey has hurt dat Jocko, by gosh I TU pizen 
ebery Tory I kin get hole ob. 

Philip. I have little fear but that Jocko is safe. And now, Phillis, I 

wish you to tell Isabel that I that . Tell her I would have risked. 

my own life . 

Phillit. Now look a heah, MasV Philip — ^guess you'd better let ole 
Phillis tell her jis what she tinks she orter telL Dis chile aint blind, sir. 
I knows just zacktly what to tole her. 

Philip. {SJiaking her hand warmly.) Thank you ! thank you, Phillis. 
Ill not detain you longer. Hasten your preparations. 

Phillis, I'll make jis as much hurry as if I was in lub, and you know 
how fast dat makes us push along. 

Scene II. — Bradbrook^s tent; low post bedsteady L. O. Isabel disfiovered 
seated on a camp stool, leaning on the bed, her left arm supporting 
her head. Music. 

Isabel. No tidings yet from the fort. I trust they will not hesitate to 
let Phillis come to me. The presence of my faithful nurse would be some 
consolation. Oh I father, father I to what a cruel fate has thy dying wish 
consigned me — ^to be the wife of one who is engaged in a cause at which 
thy noble soul would have revolted. But they will fail in their unhallow- 
ed designs. As the arch-fiend seeks to ens:ave the souls of men, so is 
tyranny an attribute of devils — but freedom is the holy gift of God him- 
self. (Song.) 

NATIONAL SONG. 

Sublime was the warning which Liberty spoke. 
And grand was the moment when stout hearts awoke 

Into life and revenge, from the conqueror's chain. 
Oh I Liberty ! let not the spirit have rest, 
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*Till it moTes like a breeze o*er the waves of the west. 

Give the light of your looks to each sorrowiDg spot, 
Nor aye let the Patriot's cause be forgot, 

'Till you sound the death-knell of proud tyranny's reign. 

God prosper the cause ! Oh ! it cannot but thrive, 

While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive, 
Its devotion to feel and its rights to maintain ; 

Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die. 
The finger of glory shall point where they lie. 

While far from the footsteps of coward or slave. 
The young spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave 
%, • Beneath laurels of honor, ev'r green to remain. 

« 

( Ouy Bradhrooh enters C. unpereeived by Isabel. He stands gazing at 
her for a few m <ytn enta. ) 

Guy. Well she is a beauty and no mistake. A little paleness makes 
her look handsomer than ever in my eyes. {He approaches h£r cautioitsly, 
and bending quickly over^ imprints a kiss upon ner cheek. Isabel with a 
eryy starts to her feet.) 

Aha ! are you afraid of me ? 

Isabel. No, no — not afraid. 

Guy. Then why did you start when I kissed you ? 

Isabel. Because, I am not used to being insulted. • 

Chiy. Insulted ? Have I insulted you, I should like to know ? 

Isabel. If you were acquainted with what is due to modesty and 
decency, you would not approach a female with a familiarity which is 
acceptable only from the most intimate and valued relative. 

Guy. I don't want to offend you, yet I want to kiss you — ^I must kiss 
you. Tell me : How is it in your estimation, with regard to the right 
of a husband to kiss his wife ? Can he do it without any very great 
breach of propriety ? 

Isabel. Alas ! sir, I cannot answer you. {Unable to restrain her feeU 
ingSy Isabel clasps her hands to her face and weeps aloud.) 

Guy. What do you mean ? Do you imagine that you are not to be 
my wife ? Why don't you speak ? Have you lost your tongue ? Come — 
say ! What d'ye think ? (He seizes her violently by the ann.) 

Isabel. Have mercy ! Leave me now. Let me alone till I am— 
* Guy. 'Till you are what? 

Isabel. Oh ! I am not well! I am faint and weak! 

Guy. Faint and weak ! I suppose my kiss has done all this, has'nt it ? 

Isabel, No, no. I am not well. 

Guy. Are jrou going to be sick all the time? You were well 
enough when you were brought here, and you've had everything you 
asked for. To please you, we ve even sent to the fort for your nigger. 
What more do you want? 

(^nier Nathan C.) 

Nathan. How now, Guy — ^What's the matter with my dear Isabel? 

Guy. Oh, she's in one of her tantrums ! I've been trying to make a 
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little love to her before marriage, and she made as much fuss orer it, as 
if a bear had been wanting to bug her. 

Katkan, Ah, you've been separated so long, she's almost forgotten 
the affection she had for you when ye were children together. But it'll 
all come right again wben you're married, {aside to Ouy.) The woman 
has just arrived in camp from the fort, go to her, and see if you can pick 
up anything about the Lanceys. 

Ghay. , Well, Bell, I'll leave you a short time with the old man. But 
mind you — don't never let me see you act to me as you have done now, 
for I don't like it. Tou ought to know me well enough to know that I 
can't bear some things quite so well as them that wants to wheedle you 
Into lovin' 'em. (Exit O.) 

Nathan, Poor boy ? Strange how some folks will misunderstand him. 
After you are married my dear Isabel, you'll find him a different man. 
'Tis about that marriage I've come to say a word or two. 

Isabel. There's time enough to talk of that, sir. 

Nathan, The time is very short now my dear, for circumstances ren- 
der it necessary that you at once become what your father so earnestly 
prayed you should be. You know that circumstances alter cases. 

Isabel, Circumstances cannot alter the hour of birth, and -should not 
alter the hour appointed for my marriage. 

Nathan, . Yes, they should ! * look at the case for a moment. You see 
that the fortunes of war have separated you from your former guardian, 
and of course you can never go back to him again. Were your father 
now living, he would hold no communication with a rebel. 

Inahel. You have no right to assume that, sir. 

Nathan. No right to assume what ? Don't you suppose I knew what 
your father's principles were ? 

Isabel. So do I know, sir ; I remember hearing him say these colo- 
nies could never thrive until they were independent of the British crown 
— and hoped he might live to see the time when they should become one 
nation, free and independent. 

Nathan, You insult your father's memory by such foul aspersions. 
You must have a protector. Guy is the only one who can now be your 
guide. You must become his wife at once ! 

Isabel. 0, no, sir! no, no, sir! There is no need. I can go with you 
— ^I can go anywhere. I can protect myself; but not that — not that now! 
0, no. 

Nathan. Tell me what you mean by iwt — that — now? \ 

Isabel. I mean that I cannot become Guy's wife now. My father 
never meant that I should be dragged into a union from which my whole 
heart revolts. 

Nathan. I'm sure I don't know anything about your heart. I only 
know that I can't help the promptings of Guy's heart, and doubt if he 
can do it either. Of course he can't do it any more than you can, and 
you shall be married within this very hour. We have an excellent cler- 
gyman in camp, and he shall be called upon at once. (He go€s up C7., 
and putting his hand through tent opening^ pauses^ and again addresses 
her.) I hope you will be prepared! I hope so! I hope you wiU have 
some regard for our feelings ; for, if you do, some regard may be had for 
your comfort. (Nathan exits €.) 
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Isabel *Ti8 over now. God help me ! God help me I 

Shefalh weeping on the bed. After a short pause Phillis enters C, and 
stands looking at her mistress/or a m43ment^ then exclaims^ *^Miss Isabel^ 
Isabel starts f and upon seeing Phillis clasps her convulsively inherarms, 

Isabel. Oh ! what a joy it is to feel the warm embrace of one honest 
heart in this den of villainy. 

Phillis. Oh, Miss Bella, how pale yer does look — ^you's been cryin*, 
too. Tears hab^nt no business runnin* down your lubly cheeks — ^bad 
*nough for ole nigger to cry. 

Isabel. The sight of you, Phillis, brings back an absent smile again. 
And now tell' me — you saw Mr. Lancey before you came ? 

PhUlis. Yes. 

Isabel. And you saw Philip ? 

Phillis. Ah — yes — ^l did see him, Bella. I did see him ; and I pitied 
him,*too I 

Isabel. Did he suffer much, Phillis ? 

Phillis. De Lord bress his noble soul ! DonU ye think he wear a 
gwine to jump right ober de fo't an* run all alone arter ye, Bella ; an* he 
would a did it for sartin, only de colonel grabbed him and say he shan*t 
go, *cause it*8 ob no use. Oh, missus, don^t ye t'ink he come to me just 
as I wear a gwine to start for to come here— he come, an* he say — says 
he — ^Phillis, I wants ye to carry a message for me. Mind ye, he whis- 
pered it, jus' as I am whisp'rin* now. An* says he — ^Tell Isabel — tell her 
— he got so far, an* den he broke clar down. how I did pity him. But, 
Biys he, when he*d got strained up once more — says he — Phillis, tell her 
dat I would a laid down my own life for her — He got so far, an* I pitied 
him so dat says I, Hush, Mas*r Philip, I knows what ye mean. An* den I 
come off. He*s a splendid man, Mas*r Philip is, an* he lubs ye so ! 0, ye 
need*nt go for to say *tisnt so, *cau8e I knows *tis. He tubs yer *better*n 
he lubs his own life, *cau8e he*d lay down his life dis berry minute if he 
tought *twould be ob good to yer. 

Isabel. Loves me I Oh, there was a time when it was happiness to 
think so — now the thought well nigh breaks my heart. 

Phillis. Why mAssy^s sake alive. Miss Bella, what am de matter wid 
yer. You looks as if you was gwine^ to your deif. 

Isabel. Aye, a living death, for such it is to be the wife of Guy Brad- 
brook. 

Phillis. What, marry a Tory — I*d mose as lebe seed ye marry de debbil 
-^h, my dear, good, lubly Miss Bella, don*t ye go for to do no sich 
ting. I say — don*t ye do it, if ye lub Mas*r Phil— 

Isabel. Hush, Phillis. Oh ! if you love me, don*t let that name pass 
your lips again until you hear it from mine. 

Phillis. Forgib me, missus. I tought ye lubbed him — sartin true I did. 

Isabel. Poor«thing, you don*t know of what you speak. Love him I 
Oh — would to Heaven I did not ! My heart would not be broken then. 

Phillis*. Den why does yer marry dis yere Tory feller ? 

Isabel. By reason of the promise I gave my father when dying. Be- 
sides, I am in their power — wholly— completely so. They have sworn 
that I shall be Guy*s this very hour. The die is cast, and I am— ^a«f / 
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But, Phillis— T shall not suffer long. My poor frame cannot long sustain 
the load of agony which is in store for me. 

JPhillis. Oh, if Mas'r Philip were only here— or even Jocko. {At 
this moment Jocko sticks his head from under the tent, R, C, 

Jocko. Dat nigger's yar. 

Isahel, {starting.) Jocko! 

Jocko. — 'Sh ! Not so loud, Miss Isabel. Yes — dis am Jocko. 

Phillis. Why — is you prisoner of war, Jocko? 

Jocko, No — I*se on my own hook. But can I spoke to you, Miss Bella ? 

Isabel, Certainly you may. But have you come unobserved? 

Jocko. Guess donH nobody 'spect ole Jocko's come : but I'se had a 
mighty hard time gitten yar. And now let me ax — how's yer gitten long ? 
Oh, how Mas'r Philip would like to see yer 

Isabel. Ah, Jocko — I fear your master will never see me more — ^a few 
short moments and I shall be a bride. 

Phillis. Don't you tink. Jocko, dat dat scoundrel of a Tory, Guy 
Bradbrook, am goin to make her be his wife, wedder she will or no. 

Jocko. No ! I be dam if he shall. Sense my swarin, Miss Isabel, but 
it was de only word dat would fit in dar. 

Isabel. Ah, Jocko — there is no way to prevent it. 

Jocko. Yes, dere am. 

Isabel^ {eagerly.) How — ^how! 

Jocko. Well, I doesn't know yet — ^I only know dat yer musu't be mar* 
ried to dat yar man. ( Voice heard outside, C, ^^Did a n-egro pass into 
this tent r 
^ Sentinel. I do not know, sir. I will see. 

Voice. Do so, while I look farther. 

Isabel. Great heavens t Jocko, you are lost. 

Jocko. Yas — ^hut I isn't foun' yet. {Jocko goes up and throws himself 
behind the bed. A sentinel enters, C) 

Sentinel. Beg pardon, lady — ^but my orders are to look through this 
tent in search of a person who is supposed to have entered. 

Isabel. I cannot prevent you from obeying your orders. 
{Sentinel goes around and looks off at th^ different entrances. Coming to 

th-e front of the bed he feels behind it with the butt of his musket, to see if 

any person is concealed. Jocko wrenches the musket from the sentinely 

and jumping on the bed, presents it at him.) 

Jocko. See yar, w'ite man, if you spokes more dan you orter, bjr 
squashey I you'll lose yer dinner. Phillis, jest take yer handkercher' an* 
stop up his purwision depot {Phillis ties a large handerchief around the 
sentinePs mouth, he is ahotU to resist, when Jocko exclaims :) Look out 
sar, my finger's in a ticklish place. (Phillis ties th4 handkerchief.) Now 
den take dis yar rope and tied his hands war dey'U be no use. {Phillis 
ties th^ sentineVs hands behind him.) Dar, dat'Q do. {He jumps down 
from th^ bed, and taking the ttentinel, croiods him under the bea.) 

Isabel. Why have you placed him there, Jocko? 

Jocko. Ease dey allers puts dirty tings under de bed. 

Nathan, {heard otttside.) Who has dared remove the sentinel from my 
tent. 

Isabel. Quick! quick, Jocko! Conceal yourself. Oh I what will 
become of us now ! 

3 
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Jocko, Trus' in de Lord, Missus, an heUl carry yer safe troo — wid a little 
help from Jocko. V\\ go an^ take car ob my prisoner. (Jocko again con* 
ceaU himself behind the bed.) 

(Enter Nathan, C.) 

Nathan. Who the devil could hare removed that sentinel, I wonder I 

Jocko. (Poking his head out from head of bed.) One dat^ll play de 
debbil wid you. 

Nathan. Well, my dear, all is prepared. We have concluded to have 
the ceremony performed here. That will save you the trouble of going 
out ; and, besides, you won*t have to blush as you would if you stood up 
in a strange place to be married. (Heady for shouts R. U. E.) 

Isabel. Oh ! in the name of just Heaven, one word ! Must this be ? 
To you — to you who know us both — I appeal this last time. You know 
Guy loves me not." In his heart there is no fond affection for me. I do 
not love him. Oh ! it is jiot my fault. We have no control over tbe 
affections of the soul. You, sir, can save me if you will. My money you 
may have — every penny of it. 

Nathan. Stop, stop, girl ! " Have your money ?" Why what do you 
take us for? Are we mere robbers? No! — we wantyow/ We want 
what is ours — what is Guy's — what your own father gave to us; and that 
we will have rest assured ! My son will be here in a moment with the 
minister. I shall not tell him what youVe said. I would not so lacerate 
his fe^ings. You'll love him enough after marriage. 

(Nathan retires to opening of tent, and looks out.) 

Jocko, (frotn behind the bed.) I'd like to lub him a little bit — I'd lub 
him to deff*. 

Isabel. Oh, Heaven, give me strength in this hour of trial. Bear with 
me a little while, then take me to Thyself, there to rejoin my loved parents 
in that union which knows no parting. 

Nathan. (Advancing.) Here they are, my dear Isabel. 
(Enter Chty and ShijUdham, with two soldiers, C. The two soldiers stand 
one on each side of the entrance.) 

Shuldhmm, (Advancing to Isabel.) Permit me, lady, to give you cheer. 
Let me congratulate you on your choice. 

Nathan. Yes, sir — she's a fortunate girl. Come, we are all ready. 
The witnesses are present, and the parties are waiting. Gome, my dear, 
{crossing to Isabel.) Itll soon be over, courage now. You'll soon have 
a husband to love and protect you. (Naihan leads Isabel to Guy and 
joins their hands together — she appearing almost unconscious of the move- 
ment — Nathan speaks aside to the minister.) Go on I go on at once. I 
fear she may faint. 

Guy. Gome — come — ^make haste with the job — we are all ready. 

Nathan. Aye — and waiting. 
(As they are about commencing the ceremony, distant Shouts and Yells are 
heard, R. U. E.) 

Shuldham, (Starting back affrighted.) Hark I 

Guy. Hark when you get time, but marry me nwo 1 

(Shmds louder and nearer, Indians yelling.) 

ShtUdham, Ha! did vou hear that ? We are surrounded by the enemy. 
(Zwd shouts " To arms !" " To arms I" Indian yells " Onah I" " Onah !'• 
I%e two soldiers run out, Fhillis goes up stage and looks off C») 
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Gny. It will take but a moment ! go on, sir. 

Phillis. Oho! Booh I yah! yah I *De enemy am comin^ — ^'de enemy 
am comin\ 

Shuldhaniy (Frightened afid trembling,) Coming! which way? 

Phillip. Right dis way I Oh golly — cum queekee I Get out! get out 1 

SkuUham, Oh ! Lord preserve us ! 

Joekoy {aside.) Better preserb youse'f ole feller! 
(ahnldham rushes of C.) 

Nathan. By my soul it is something serious. (Exit C.) 

Gug. Aye ! it^a serious ail around. (To Isabel^) But you miss it this 
time, and will be a Afiss a few hours longer. But we'll have this knot 
led very soon, depend on*t. (Exit Gug C.) 

Isabel. Thank heaven this is, at least, a brief respite. 

Joeko^ (rising up from behind the bed.) Misses, if day wants you to go 
'long" wid dem — don't you make no 'zistanee. Jocko '11 be in yer wercinity. 

Isabel. Do you know the meaning of this alarm ? 

Joeko. I spec's de Patriots am a comin\ but I don't know for sart^n. 
I spec's, howsumdebber, dat de fort hab rush out. 

Fhillis. Hide Jocko — dey's comin' back. 

(Jocko drops behind the bed as Guy enters hastily^ C.) 

Guy. Gome, you must prepare at once for flight 

Phillis. What ! aint you gwine to stop an' take de fort 

Guy. Silence ! you black hag I Hurry — ^and get your Mistress ready 
— come — there's not a moment to lose. 

Isabel. You need not be burdened with me. 

Guy. Oh, no, I suppose not. You'd like amazingly to be left behind 
And fall into the hands of Philip Lancey. But you won't be permitted — 
ao come along, (Shouts^) come, I say. I've horses for both you and your 
wench. (Ife seizes her to carry her off.) 

Isabel. You need not drag me, sir, I'll not resist you. 

Guy. Then come — I've no time to lose. 

(Music. Guy takes Isabel off C, followed by Phillis. When Isabel 
gets to C. she turns around and exchanges signals with Jocko. After they 
are off^ Jocko goes to C. and looks after them.) 

Jocko. Hi — Yak — Yak ! I musn*t lose any time eider. (He goes to 
the bed and pulls the sentinel from beneath.) Look yar, Mr. Britisher, I'se 
gwine to jine your corpse. (He unties the sentineVs hand% who then 
makes a motion to pull, the bandage from his mouth.) Ah ! ah ! put you 
bans down. Now den off wid yer coat (The coat is taken off.) Now de 
leggins. (TTie long gaiters are taken off.) Now den you breeches. (The 
soldier supplicates to let him retain his breeches.) Bery well ! bery well! 
I'll treat you wid de honors ob war. Now you jis keep still till I gits into 
dese yar tings. (Jocko first takes a knife from his belt and holdn it in his 
mouth by the blade^ ready for use should the sentinel attetnpt to give an 
a{arm^ and then clothes himself with what he has taken from the soldier.) 
*T wouldn't do for Mas'r Philip to see me in dese yar tings-^-Fd be disgraced 
for eber. Well, Mr. Britisher, I'se bleeged to yer for de use ob dis rig — 
and I'll do more good in it dan you would a' done. As your ole Tory rnasV 
'11 not come back for it, I'll make yer a present ob dis hull tent. Make 
yerse'f at home, and when de Patriots kum dey'll take kar ob yer. Good 
I>ye, soger man, (Jocko takes up the mttsket and goes off^ C, After he m 
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off the Mfitinel tears the bandage from hiti mouthy and ia rushing offy C, 
whsn Joeko levels the musket through opening, i%e sentinel starts hack. 
Jocko re-enters,) Hi — yak! yak! Look yar! War was you gwine*? 
Don't you know dat you'd cotch cole widout yer close ? You's in bad 
condition for trablin'. You looks mighty sick now — I guess I'd better put 
you to bed. (He takes a sheet from the bed and spreads it on the floor.) 
Now lie down dar! (Sentinel hesitates.) Better do't now. (The sentinel 
lies down on one end of the sheet. Jocko rolls him up in ity and then places 
him on the bed, when he covers the sentinePs head up with ths pillows, bed 
clothes, etc.) Bar, you'll keep now. (Jocko shoulders his muskety a la 
tnilitaire, and marches off, C, Scene closes in.) 

SCEN£ III.— (/2oom in Fort Schuyler, as befwe. Enter Philip and 
Walter Lancey, R. 1 ^.) 

Walter, What can be the meaning of this strange movement in the 
camp of the enemy ! AH seems to be in confusion, as though they were 
alarmed at something, or were about to make an assault on the fort. If 
the latter, I fear it will go hard with us. Our force is too weak to resist 
successfully a powerful foe. 

Philip, We may not be able to repel their constantly augmenting 
numbers* ; neither will they find it so easy a matter to conquer our little 
band. The enemy may win a victory, but it will be purchased at such a 
cost that they will have little cause for rejoicing. 
(Enter Gansevoort, L, 1 E.) 

Ganse. Well, gentlemen, I bring you good news. 

Philip. Isit of Isabel? 

Ganse, (smiling.) With you I suppose no news can be good that is noi 
coupled with Isabel. No, it is not of her. Gapt. Willet has iust brought 
me word that Arnold is marching to join us with a large reinforcement. 
A half-witted Tory, who had been condemned to death, was pardoned bj 
Arnold, on condition that he would make his way to St. Leger's camp and 
report that a Patriot army, numbering three thousand men, were on their 
way to attack them. To give credence to his story five bullets were shot 
through his clothing, and a friendly Oneida chief, who accompanied the 
Tory, corroborated his statement. At this the British allies — ^Tories and 
savages — fled in wild dismay, and were speedily followed by the red-coats 
themselves. 

Walter. What an admirable ruse, and how admirably has it succeeded. 

Ganse, (to Philip, who appears despondefU.) Why, how now, Philip 
Lancey, this good news appears to nave a depressing effect on your 
spirits. 

Philip, I am thinking now of what will be the fate of Isabel. In their 
flight, tne Bradbrooks have surely taken her with them. 

Ganse. No doubt of that. I will, if you think any good may be effected 
by it, send out scouts to pick up such information as may be gathered 
from whatever stragglers may be found in the deserted camp. 

Philip. Thank you. Colonel. Something may be learned in that way ; 
but if Jocko would return, we should know the worst. Faithful fellow 1 
his long absence alarms me. I fear his zeal to serve his master may have 
led him into dangers that have cost him his life. Besides, so great is his 
love for Isabel, he would pause at nothing to rescue her. 
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Ganse, Always hope for the best, my friend, and when the worst 
comes, Teceive it with all the philosophy you cao call to your aid. I will 
now go and send out some trusty men. {Exit Gansevoort^ L. 1 B.) 

WcUter, Philip, my son, do not cherish these gloomy anticipations. 
Something whispers me all will yet be welL I will now join the Colonel* 
My knowledge of the country may be of service to the men whom he 
sends out. 

Philip, Do so, father. (Exit Walter ^ L. I E.) Call philosophy to mj 
aid ! Ah ! Love and philosophy are strangers I I can never rest until I 
know the fate of Isabel ; and should no news of her reach me this day, to* 
morrow, unknown to all, I will set forth in search of her. Should I find 
her, and find her the wife of Guy Bradbrook, then &rewell to life, for it 
can have no further joys for me. 

(Jocko outside, L*) 

Jocko. Wha^— Whar is Mas'r Philip ? 

Philip. Ah ! Jocko's voice. (Jocko rttshes on, L. 1 E, his dress torn 
and bloody. He has a large bundle in his hand, which is also bloody.) Why, 
Jocko! What means this strange appearance? You are bloody— ' 
wounded, perhaps. 

Jocko. Not a bit ob it Fuss, MasV, let me tell you ?bout Miss Bella, 
You know Mark Waldridge? 

Philip. Yes — very well. 

Jocko. De Bradbrooks go dar, an' Missa Bella wid 'um. DeyUl stay 
dar for some time, Pm shuah. I huberM round de house, an* I oberheer'd 
de ole man say when dey go from dar dey go to Johnstown, whar dey^U 
raise more Tories for de English army. 

Philip. Did you speak with Isabel f 

Jocko. No, MasV. I feared for her. Dar war folks all *round, an^ ttf 
deyM cotched me dar db fuss would 'a' come on her. No— I t'ought it 
better not 

Philip. You were right. Jocko. But— did you — hear if ^Did you 

hear anything of marriage f • 

Jocko. Yes, MasV. 

Philip. Ha! Yes! Married I 

Jocko. No, no — wait a minute. I was dar and seed de hull affair. 
Dey whar gwine to force her to marry dat Tory, Guy, any how. Ebry- 
ting whar ready — de minister and all — wen, jls as dey whar gwine* to ax 
her if she would be his*n, de Injins set up a howlin, and de sogers shouted 
dat de enemy was comin\ Oh — ^by squashey! you neber seed sich a 
scamperin* as dar was den — de ole min'ster eben wouldn't trust in de Lord, 
but tuk to his legs. I spec* he whar *fraid deyM hab a ball *fore de wed- 
din*. At las* de ole Tory an* his young un tuk to deir horses* heels, aa* 
toted off de wimen folks wid *em. I den disgraced myse*f in de dress ol> 
a Britisher, and follered dem till dey dun stop at Walbridge's. 

Philip. And now about this bloody bundle ? 

Jocko. You *member dat Mohawk chief dat ebery body said looked ai 
if he was you brudder. 

Philip. Kanadandagea? 

Jocko. Dat*s de feller ! Kandydigger. Well, jis as I was mos* back 
to de fort here I seed de redskin chief todder side ob de ribber. He wur 
alone an* comin* dis way. De minnit I sot my eyes on him| I wonder at 
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how much he look like you, MasV. Only de color ob de skin wur wantin' 
to do de work. An^ den I knowM you could talk Mohawk jus like one ob 
demselves, all dat you wanted wur de fixing, and I were bound to hab 
dem. I follered his trail and cotched him right by de flats. He wur on 
his way tb help in raisin^ Tories somehow. I knowM he wur de wuss en- 
ermy de Patriots hab, any way. When I comM up wid him I drapped 
right on to him, an' we had a mitey tuff hug.on't, now, you'd better b'lebe. 
By squashey ! how de redskin did tar' and scratch. He tored my soger 
close all to pieces, but I fotched him at las' ; and den I tuk dese tings off 
him, and stuck his body whar nobody'll eber fine it agin. 

Philip. I remember this chieftain well ; and I know how very nearly 
he resembled me in form and feature. The wise ones of his own people 
know that there is white blood in his veins ; but unlike most half-breeds, 
he kept the full darkness of his people, and gained the form and features 
of the English. I do not suppose there were ever any twins who looked 
more alike in this latter respect than did the young chieftain and myself. 
And now. Jocko, take good care of your valuable bundle. Its contents 
will yet .be useful to me. Do you know how many men there are in 
Bradbrook's party ? 

Jocko. Weil, dar's a right smart lot, togedder wid some Injuns. 

Philip. No matter. Go put your bundle in a place of safety, then 
hasten back to the house of Mark Walbridge, and keep watch until I join 
you. I will see the commander, and get from him a dozen men or so, to 
assist us. Away, Jocko. (Exit Philip^ L. \ E.) 

Joeko. Yes, if as'r. By squashey ! Fse got de fighten' feber so bad 
dat I'll neber git worse ob de disease 'till I'se massacreed 'bout a hun* 
dred o' dem Rory-Torys, an' 'bout a tousand o' dem red-injun niggers ! 
Hi-yak,-yak ! (Exit R. 1 E.) 

Scene IV. — Room in the gable end of Wcdbridge's house. Small window 
R. (7., the sanh made to push out of sight. Rustic bed L. C„ table and 
chairfi. . LigJU burning on table, Isabel and Phillis discovered. 
Phillis. Missus, had'nt yer better try to git a little sleep. Tou mus' 
feel mighty tired after what's happened dis day. 

Isabel. Wearied I do feel, but were I to lie down, I doubt if sleep 
would come to me. My body will know little rest until my mind is more 
at ease. You know the sounds we heard in the forest during our journey 
here ? 

Phillis. Yes, missus. Dey was from Jocko, an' I 'spec dat boy is 
arter someting for our good. Ah ! he's mighty cute is dat Jocko. He 
knows mos' much as wite man. I ofn tink how strange it am dat a boy 
smart as he is eber got to be a nigger. 

Isabel. If he would but let Philip know where we are, I should not 
be long separated from my guardian. The distance to the fort cannot 
be great, and as we have heard nothing more of Jocko since we reached 
this house, it may be possible that he has returned there for aid. But 
even if he should have done so, it is doubtful if our friends, considering 
the weakness of the garrison, would dare to come to our assistance with 
a force sufficiently strong to overcome the savage foe that now surrounds 
us. Stratagem alone could save us, but what cunning can elude the vigi-> 
lance of our jailors. 
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Phillis. Ah, Misea Bella, if MasV only knowed dat jou was yer, heM 
hab yer out ef he had to fetch de hull fort *long wid 'em. 

hctbel. Good, kind Phiilia, were it not for your cheerfulness I should, 
long ere this, have sunk beneath the weight of my misfortunes. How 
blessed is that nature, which, 'midst the greatest evils that can befall it, 
still seeks for consolation in the happy moments of the past, or draws 
bright hopes from an unknown future. Well, Phillis, I will do as you de- 
sire, and see if I cannot in sleep gain a brief oblivion of life and all its 
troubles. (Retires to the hedy and commences to make preparations for 
lying down.) Have they allotted a bed to you, Phillis? 

Phillis. Oh ! ole PhiUis can sleep 'mos anywhar, Dis char'll do for 
me. We hab'nt got long to sleep nohow, case you know dey starts wid 
us for Johnstown at broke ob day. 

(At this moment Jocko moves the sash of trindow sufficiently to admit his 
heady and in a whisper calls, ^^ Misses ^«//a.") 

Phillis. Who dat dar? 

Jocko. It's me — Jocko. 

Phillis. Aha, 1 1' ought so. Who else dar? 

Jocko. Sh — don't yer make de leastest noise in de world. Wharam 
Missee Bella ? 

Isabel, Here, good Jocko. What is it ? 

Jocko. Jus' luf me in an I tole yer. (Phillis pushes the sash back, 
and cissists Jocko to enter.) 

Isabel. Now then, quick, speak. What news? 

Jocko. See dem yer trees down dar ? (Pointing out of window. ) 

Isabel. Yes, Jocko. 

Jocko. Well, down dar am Mas'r Philip an' tirteen sogers. Mas'r say 
you come back. Your ole guardian, Mas'r Lancey, hab sent for ye. He 
say he hab a right to take car' ob yer till yer is nineteen, so he sent 
Mas'r Philip to fetch ye. Will yer go ? 
. Isabel. How can I get out ? 

Jocko. I kin git ve out fast'nuff, if ye'U only say ye'll go wid Mas'r 
Philip. 

Isabel. I know not how to answer. (Philip heard to call faintly for 
Jocko from back of scene.) Ah! Philip's voice. (Philip appears at loin^ 
daw. and enters.) Oh ! why have you ventured here ? 

Philip. Isabel ! My father has sent me for you. He feels that he has 
yet the right to protect you. You are not sorry to go ? 

Isabel. Oh, no ! I am very glad. Heaven bless you, my brother, for 
what you have done. 

Guy Bradbrook (speaks outside of door, R. 1 E.) Miss Carlton, open 
this door, and be quick about it, too. 
. Isabel. Great Heavens ! We are lost ! Go, Philip, save yourself. 

Philip. Nay, fear not, Isabella ! I came here resolved to convey you 
back to my father's — that resolution I'U keep, in spite of every Tory 
in the land. 

Guy, (Outside.) Walbridge! Father! rouse up our friends ! There's 
trouble here. Isabel, open the door, or I'll burst it in. 

Jocko, Mas'r, you git out de winder, an' I'll pass de wimen to yer. 

Philip, Come, Isabel — I have good horses nigh at hand. 
(Philip gets out of the window, Isabel follows him, and then Phillis.) 
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Ch*y. ( Who during this aeens Hon been shaking at the door violently.) 
Open,' I say again, or 1*11 burst down the door. 

Jocko, *B Ht an^ be damn to yees. {Hurried Mune* Chty bursts in 
the door^ and rushes on to the stage just as Jocko is about to get out of the 
window.) 

Ouy. Ah ! you black villainf IVe an account to settle with you. (He 
rushes at Jocko with his drawn sword. Jocko suddenly seizes a chair^ 
and fells ^Ouy to the ground^ exdaiming, as he does soy ^^J)en pay upj*'^ 
Three or four Tories and Indians enter R. 2 E.^ and rush up to seize 
Jocko^ who knocks them down^ and then flings himeelf out of the window, 
Ouy is on his feet by this time.) 

Guy. Damnation ! But they shall not escape me yet. Quick I follow 
me. (Ouy and his party rush out R. 2 E. Music) 

Scene V. — Wood, Enter Philip^ Isabel^ and three Continental Soldiers^ 

L. 2E. 

Philip. So far, so good. 

Isabel. Oh, Philip I I fear this rash adventure may cost you your life. 

Philip. No — WeVe safe enough now. But whereas Jocko ? 
Jocko rushes on panting^ L. 2 E. 

Jocko, Yrthl Yah! I'm i.oenhabinNsome fun wid dem Tory fellers. Now 
push right along, MasV Philip. Dere's a hull pack o* Injuns arter us. 

Philip. Then, Jocko, you and the rest take to the horses, and hasten 
on to the fort. I'll join you presently. 

Isahel. But you'll not be long behind us ? 

Philip. No, no, I'll follow instantly. 
(Isabel, Phillis^ and the soldiers exit R. 1 JF., led by Jocko, who exclaims ae 
he goes, ** Hi — yak — yak."*^ Indian yells, L.) 

Philip. The murdering savage's are indeed upon our track. But Guy 
Bradbrook shall not rejoice in the recapture of one I've ventured all to 
repcue. (Ouy heard outside, L. 1 E. shouting to his followers.) Ah! 
yonder comes my mortal foe. Now could I end my Isabel's troubles and 
this wretch's life together — but I have pledged myself that he shall not 
die by my hand, save in self-defense — ^that pledge must not be broken. 
But I must check the progress of these murderers, by some means, how- 
ever violent. (During this speech two Indians enter at back unperceived 
by Philip, who is making ready to fire — as he is raising his rtfie to his 
shoulder they advance and seize him. At the same time Mountain Ash^ 
and other Indians enter from L, Philip is pinioned.) 

Mountain Ash. Ha ! ha ! White man, we have sourght you long. 

Philip. Well — and you have me at last a prisoner. 

M. Ash, Yes — but we keep you prisoner not long. 

Philip, What mean you ? 

M. Ash, You killed two of my people. 

Philip, But that was in self-defense. Uy own life was threatened. 

M. Ash, Ugh I we spose so. 

Philip. Surely you do not hold revenge against me for that ? 

M. Ash. See here— (holding up a scalp,) — ^this be scalp of your friend. 

Philip, Oo — ^hide your infernal work ! Is it not enough that you rob 
and butcher by hire, without thus peeking to wreak a bloody vengeance 
upon the helpless bodies of those whom you have killed ? 
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M, Ash. Ugh ! White maii^ talks brave — pity he lives so short time. 

{Crosses i.) 
(Enter Guy Bradbrook and two Tories^ L,2 E.) 

Ony. (After looking around.) Where is the girl ? 

Mountain Ask. What Indian want with girl — ^girl can't fight — me 
want man can kill Indians. 

Ony, ( Walking up to Philip, and speaking in an insulting tone.) 
Humph ! So jou came and took Isabel Carlton from me, did you ? and 
finely you did it too. No doubt you hope to revel in her shame. But 
she shall be saved from your foul pollution. 

Philip. You are talking to a man, who is as helpless as a child. 
You show your courage well. The fable of the ass and lion is well 
renewed between us. 

Guy. Dare you insult me! (Music. Guy enraged, strikes Philip^ who 
by a powerful effort, bursts his bonch, and rushing on Guy, seizes him by 
the throat. The Indians again seize Philip, and drag him back, forcing 
him down upon his knees, C. Guy draws his sword, and is about to stab 
Philip.) 

Philip. Aye ! coward, strike ! the assassin is your true character ! 

Guy. (Sheathing his sword.) No ! Til not be so merciful ! Mountain Ash, 
he is your prisoner — ^let him die by the most terrible and lingering of 
your Indian laws ! 

Philip. Oh, wretch! Parricide I Murderer! TRAITOR! Goon! 
Revel in human slaughter ! But beware ! the innocent blood ye now 
shed, will yet arouse sleeping Justice from her slumbers — then comes 
Retribution ! Ha ! do you tremble ! Come then with me to the burning 
stake, and see how a Patriot can die ! 

Picture. Curtain, 

Mount. Ash, Indians, Indian, Philip, Indian, Indians, Guy Brudbrook 

R. a L. 
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ACT III. 

ScENi I. — Wood and cut wood. Enter Nathan and Mountain ^«A, R, 2 
j^., and tevtral Indians, MuHe, 

Nathan, And now, Chief, youVe heard my plans, and know the sum 
I am willing to giTe, to secure the death of this adder, that is constantly 
crossing mine and my son^s path. 

Mountain Ash, Yes — hundred pounds. Good deal money that for 
one man^s scalp. What makes it worth so much — and why you so wish 
him dead y 

Nathan. Because I have much at stake — ^much for myself and much 
for my son. This man seeks to win from my son the affections of his 
betrothed wife — ^who stands possessed, in her own right, of an estate 
valued at sixty thousand dollars. There is that in the scale, with hatred, 
fear, ill-will and revenge — balanced against it, is the poor life of an enemy 
and rival — ^which, think you, should preponderate ? 

M. Ash, Ugh t Your side much heavier than prisoner's — ^guess he'll 
lose. 

Nathan, Can I depend on the Chief's word? 

M. Ash, Yes ! Can Chief depend on White man's money ? 

Nathan, Show me the scalp, and that moment you receive the money. 
I must leave you now. Be bpeedy with your work, but remember, it must 
never be known who paid you for the job. Revenge for your brother's 
death, is your motive for the deed. 

M. Ash, I not forget. {Exit Nathan^ L. IE.) Go— bring prisoner 
here. (7\do Indians go off E. 2 E.) Ugh! White man call Red man 
savage I May-be. Indian can't see difference I 

{The two Indians return with Philip.) 

M. Ash, Philip Lance? — look at me ! What you think you are here 
for, eh ? 

Philip. How should I know. 

M. Ash, Why — you very sharp. Me think you know right away. 

Philip, I have guessed that you would do by me as I have always 
done by your people. The Mohawk warrior never passed my door hungry 
that I did not feed him ; never did he come weary that he did not rest ; 
and never came he with a proper want which remained unsatisfied when 
he went away. I know what Nathan Bradbrook has promised you ; but 
let me assure you that I can afford to give more for the prize than he 
can. I will give you just double what he has agreed to pay you. 

M, Ash, Prize, Philip? What you mean by him, eh? 

Philip, This ! {Placing his hand on top of his head.) 

M. Ash. Ugh ? — Big ears ! How you know ? 

Philip. I know it very well : and I pledge myself to give you for this, 
just double what Bradbrook offered. Surely you will not refuse ? 

M. Ash. Ugh ! You know too much. But never mind. You don't 
know Indian chief, if you think he sell his word. 

Philip. I thought I knew the Mohawk chief well enough to trust to 
his honor and gratitude. 

M, Ash. Gratitttde — ^bah { You white people love to talk ! Oratiiude ! 
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Who's got it? Only they who can make it worth money. And you say 
Ihonor, What is he 1 Where White man's honor ? In scooting down 
every Indian he find ? Yes — yes — yes, — that is White man's honor? 

Philip. Noble war-chief, may I not hope that you will have mercy ? 
may I not hope that 1 can — 

Jf. Ask. Bah 1 Don't be a woman t Do you see up there ? — ^that sun 
that makes it day ? 

Philip. Yes. 

M. Anh. Then hear me— as surely as that sun shines in Heaven — so 
you will die in one hour ! 

Philip. No! no!— you will listen to me ! — I wilKgive you — 

M. Ash. Scalp I If you want to be a woman, we kill you as women 
kill. We put a gown on you and then dance around the Yangee .woman. 
Bind him to tree. (Crosses right. 7\oo Indians seize and tie Philip to a 
tree. 

Philip. Do you mean to torture me ? 

M. Ash. Don't know. Guess not. See how much courage you got. 
Bah ! White woman ask any more. 

Philip. Only this. Speak to me no more. Let me not hear your 
voice again. I blush to think I asked mercy at the hands of a red 
demon. 

M. Ash. Now Philip Lancey, say your prayers. (Ash tnthdraws to 
opposite side of s^age^ and drawing a tomahawk from his belt^ stands pre' 
pared to hurl it at Philip.) 

Philip. If you are determined to murder me, do so — ^I have no need 
for prayers. A spotless life will plead my cause with that God who now 
beholds your brutal crime. 

M. Ash. You have brave heart — see if I can't make two of it. (Ash 
is nmo standing by set tree^ near R. 8 E.; as he raises his arm to hurl the 
tomahawk^ — a voice is heard from the tree.) 

Bewar ! Strike and you die ! Harm but a har ob de wite youfs 
head an I shall be to yer as a wessel ob anger and wraf! Bewar! 
(Indians alarmed^ rush down to front of stage crying^ ** Manitou /" ** JfcTo- 

nitou /") 

M. Ash. Manitou ! Bah ! Manitou lives not in trees I Search that 
tree. I'll end the White man's troubles. 

(Music. Mountain Ash runs up to tatnahawk Philip — as he is about 
to strike^ Jocko^ who is concealed in the tree^ shoots him^ and then, jumping 
doion, releases his master. Other shots are fired from different etitrances, 
L. several Indians fall, the others are pursued off R., by a party of sold- 
iersy who enter from X., led by Captain Willett.) 

Jocko. Hi— yak — yak! Mr. Injun did you hear the woice ob dis 
many toes, (showing a large horse pistol.) By squashy ! he talked you to 
deff! 
' Philip. Faithful Jocko ! You were just in time. 

Jocko. Yas, sir — Fse like a good watch — your kindness am de key dat 
wnids me up, and dat's what makes me go so well. (Capt. WiUeit and 
the soldiers re-enter and form at back.) Is yer all right ? • 

Philip. Little the worse for hard usage — no bodily wounds. But 
how did you find me f How did you escape last night ? How did Isabel 
reach the fort? 



Digitized by CnOOg IC 



86 tHE PIONKER t>ATllIOT; 

Joeko. Well — in de fuss place wen I seed dat the Injuns had cotched 
you, I knowed dat I couldn* do no good jis den, so I tougbt Hwould be 
best take care ob what Td got. We rode ahead like de berry debil, till 
we was pooty nigh de fort. Deq when I seed dat Hisse Bella war safe, I 
tole de sojers to took my horse and IM took to my legs. I hid in de woods 
and follered as closet as I dar too. All night, I whar not more'n forty 
foot off^m ye at any time, but de tarnal red niggers kep so closH to yer, 
*at I dere'nt come no nigher. Boon's I found whar dey whar goin' wid 
yer, I runM right back to der fort, to tole the Kurnel how you was. I 
found Missa Bella wid him, a beggin' — so high — for him to send arter 
Philip Lancey. An' I seed yer poor ole fader too ; an' he were all ober 
tears an' triberlation. Howsumebber, when I tole my story, de Kurnel 
sot rite to work an' fotched out dese men yer see all roun' yer. We 
started right off, an' got yar jist as yer war boun' to Halleylujerum ? 

Philip, Faithful Jocko ! I shall never be able to repay all you hi^ve 
done for me. 

Jocko, Neber min' de pay Maa'r, but hurry to de fort, an' luff de fokes 
know dat yer safe. I declar' Missa Bella am in a drefful state 'bout yer. 

Philip. Not sick, I hope ! 

Jocko. Ya's — berry sick indeed — but you'm de doctor dat kin cure 
her. Her heart am dropped so far down, dat nottin' but a strong kissin* 
plaster' 11 be able to draw it back again. 

Philips (To soldiers.) Come friends. At some future day, I hope to be 
able to reciprocate your kindness. (Music. Philip, Capt. Willett and 
soldiers exit L. H. \ E.) 

Jocko. Hi — Yak ! Mr. Mountain Ashes, you belongs to me, an' I'se 
gwine to tote yer to de fort. (Jocko raises up Mountain Ashy and 
throws him across his shoulders.) By squashey ! dis nigger '11 hab tobab 
a grabe yard all to hisself. (Jocko marc/ies off with Mountain Ash.) 

Scene II. — Boom in Fort Schuyler. Enter Walter Lancey and Isabel, 

R.IE, 

Isabel. Nothing heard from Philip, yet? 

Walter. No, my child. I can readily make allowance for your impa- 
tience, but you should remember that the country is swarming with 
savages and Tories, and therefore the little party sent out under the 
guidance of Jocko, are obliged to move with extreme caution. Besides, 
were they to act precipitately, the Indians, with whom Philip is a prisoner, 
might learn of their approach, and then, to prevent his rescue, they would 
be certain to hasten his death. If our people are successful, as they have 
but a short distance to travel, it will not take them long to return again 
to the fort. 

Isabel. So much of trouble have I seen of late, that I almost despair 
of happiness. My fate is, indeed, a dark and gloomy one — a ray of sun- 
shine sometimes gleams upon it, but 'tis like the lightning flash of the 
night-storm — it but makes the succeeding darkness still more terrible by 
its absence. The loss of Philip would be to me now a greater loss than 
ever, for it was in serving me that his life was risked. Had he fallen into 
any other hands than Guy Bradbrooks', I should have felt more hopeful, 
but that bad man will spare no means to rid himself of one whom he 
deems a rival. (Distant shouts are heard.) Ah, those shouts! can they 
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be tli« harbingers of joy I (Shouts nearer.) Let us hasten forth to learn 
their meaning. 

Walter. No, my child, remain you here. If the fondest wishes of our 
hearts are not to be realized, the disappointment will be more than your 
excited mind can bear. Stay you here, I will go forth, and if it be Philip 
he will not be long in joining you. (JSxit WcUtcr L. I M. Shouts nean) 

IsaUU Oh, kind heaven ! grant my humble prayer. Let but Philip 
return in safety, and whatever ills fortune may have in store for me, I'll 
bear them all without a murmur. {7%ree loud Shouts L.\ K Ent^ Philip, 
Isabel hastens to meet him — thet/ emkraoe.) Philip— -dear Philip. This is, 
Indeed, the most joyful moment of my life. 

JPhilijf. Oh, Isabel! why were we thus preserved? May we not hope 
that the time shall come when our duty and our happiness can be united ? 

IsabeU Heaven forgive me if I sin in the earnest prayers which my 
«oul sends forth continually. I can not help it. 

Philip, It is no sin! Oh! it cannot be! God never gave to the 
pure heart a deep, earnest, ionging, which was in itself a sin. It iB 
Impossible. 

Isabel, So I have felt^ The soul cannot cling to that which is repul- 
ave, nor can the sincere heart pledge an affection for one who is wicked 
«nd abandoned. Philip, be my brother now, for as s^ch shall I trust theo 
with all my heart i 

Philip, I understand thee, Isabel. I wiH be thy brother; and, I 
know you will believe me when I say, that my sister has my whole heart, 
with all its warm devoted love. 

(BiUer Walter, Z. 1 ^.) 

Walter, My son ! 

Philip. My father! {They embrace.) I never expected to breathe 
that holy name again, at least in your presence. 

Walter. Ah, Philip! Man proposes but God disposes 1 While blood and 
«arnage run riot through the land, let us still trust to heavens' goodness, 
«tnd though we may suffer now, honor and virtue will surely triumph. 

IsabeL Oh, yes, dear Philip — as when our long suffering countrymen 
first sprang to arms, to resist the encroachments of tyranny, the world 
looked on and said, ^* their cause is just, but a nation so young, so weak, 
must succumb to the strength of its powerful adversary" — ^yet they, confi- 
dent in the justness of that cause, unfurled their free banner to the breezei 
sent forth a prayer to the God of battles, and then marched boldly on to 
win a freeman's home, or find a grave in the soil their noble blood be<- 
dewed. 

Philip. Beloved girl I if liberty should crown this present struggle of 
our beloved country, she will owe it no less to the inspiring influence of 
her daughters, than to the valor of her sons. 

(Enter Col. Gansevowt, L,\ K) 

C0L G. Ah, Philip I (shaking his hand.) I am glad to Welcome yon 
back to life again — for I really had very little hopes of seeing you again. 

IsabeU Why, Colonel, you told me that you had strong hopes of his 
•return. 

Ganse, Umph 1 he was in danger when I said that« But now that he 
has returned I am half inclined to rob you of him again. I have a scheme 
on foot and I know of none so fit to carry it out as Philip Lancey, yet f 

4 
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fear Miss Carlton would hardly consent to part with him so soon after his 
resurrection. 

Isabel. There you mistake me, Colonel. If there is a duty to perform, 
I trust I am too much a Patriot to allow my wishes to stand -between him 
and his country^s good. 

Ganse. Well, I could hardly have expected a different answer from 
you, lady, for you have studied in a good school. But how will Philip 
like to depart so suddenly. 

Philip. Her answer will suffice for me. 

Ganse. {To Walter.) I suppose it is hardly necessary to ask your 
consent for your son's absence ? 

Walter. Oh, no, Colonel — ^I and Isabel must console ourselves with each 
other's society until he returns. 

Isabel. How long will he be absent, Colonel ? 

Ganse. Not beyond a couple of days. 

Isabel. Then, farewell, Philip ; mine, and your father^s prayers accom- 
pany you — they are all we have to give to aid you in the hour of need. 

Philip. They are the best assistance I could have. 

Isabel. Well, if they can be of any use to you, you shall have plenty 
of them. Adieu for a short time, I hope. 

[She gives her hand to Walter and they exit R. 1 E. Philip stands and 
looks after her for a momeni before speaking.) 

Philip, Now, Colonel, I am ready for business. 

Ganse. I have learned that Nathan Bradbrook and his son are at 
work, and I am assured that they have already enlisted many men at Fort 
Dayton, and so on down the river. 
• Philip. Ha! is it so? 

Ganse. So I have been informed by one of my scouts. 

Philip. Did he learn their place of meeting ? 

Ganse. No ! But he heard that the Bradbrooks were to call at the house 
of one Hagoon. 

Philip. I know him well. He is one of Nathan Bradbrook^s right-band 
men — ^therefore his house must be the starting point. 

Ganse. Well, what do you think of it ? 

Philip, I'll tell you — ^if you furnish the men to capture the Tories, m 
lead them on to the work. 

Ganse. But how many will you want with you at first? 

Philip. Oh — none. I shall only take my trusty black. I shall find 
out the rendezvous of the serpents, and then send him for help. 

Ganse. And be sure you shall have it, Philip. You may make your 
own arrangements, and issue your own orders ; and you may start as soon 
as you please. 

• Philip. I shall start at once ; and while I am getting ready, I want 
you to write me a pass. Write it to pass the Mohawk chief Kanadando" 
gea^ or Red Eagle, in bodily safety, and exempt from all examination, 
by any picket, or other line, under charge of the Patriot forces. 

Ganse. But Eanadandagea is one of the most bitter and blood-thirsty 
enemies we have. ' 

Philipt Never mind ; the young chieftain is not what he was ; h« 
has become changed wondrously. 
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Oanse. {Crosses H.) Well, go and make your preparatioD8| and when 
you return the pass shall be ready. 

Philip, And mind that you keep the fact to yourself. 

Ganse, Yes. Fear not. (Exit Ganse,, R. 1 E.) 
{Enter Jocko, X. 1 E,) 

Philip, Jocko, would you like to accompany me on a perilous adven* 
turc. 

Joeko, Yas, Mas'r — Jocko goes whereber you goes — does'nt car whar 
de debbil it am. 

Philip. Is that bundle in the place I bade you to put it? 

Jocko. Yas, MasV. I was gwine to put de Mountain Ash^s fixin' *long 
wid it. Fse makin' a cullection of Injun tings. 

Philip. In a few minutes you will go to the oflSce of CoL GranseTOort, 
and bring me a paper which he will hand you, and then meet me at the 
deserted hut in the wood, at the back of the fort. {Exit Philip^ L. 1 E) 

Jocko. By squashy ! Bar^s more fun gwine on. Wonder wot it am^ 
killin' Injuns I hope — ^got so I likes dat business now. 
{Enter Phillis, R. 1 E.) 

Phillis. Ah, Jocko ! — but I'se mighty glad to see yer—I tell yer 
wot His now — ^you*se risin^ fast, you is — shouln'nt be surprised to find you 
a Gin^ral one ob dese days. 

Jocko. Hi — yak — yak! Dat would soun* well — Gin'ral Jocko! Yah I 
yah ! wat I want to be GinVal for ? 

Phillis. Why, tink ob de rank Jocko? 

Jocko. Rank ! eh — eh — niggers rank 'nough widout bein Gin'ral. Yer 
know how it am wen one ob dem little planets gits out ob its spere ? — why, 
it gits all smashed up, dats de Yect ob gwine ahead too fast. 

Phillis. WeU, Jocko, I *spects youse 'bout right. But wharfs MasV 
Phillip. 

Jocko. He's gwine off on *nother s'pedition — an' Fse gwine wid him 
too. Did you see de big chief, Mountain Ash, wot I bring home wid me 
to-day ? 

Phillis. No ! How did you bring him ? 

Jocko. I toted him on my shoulder. . 

Phillis, Din he kick much ? 

Jocko Dere was'nt much kick in him when I picked him' up — ^he 
had'nt no breff to kick wid. 

Phillis. An' how did he lose him breff. 

Jocko. By takin' someti'ng dat did'nt sit well 'pon his stomick. Yer 
see he'd got Mas'r Philip tied up to a big tree, and wus'gwine to practise 
his skience by trowing tomyhawks at his head jiss narl nough to miss it. 
Den I yelled right out — most ob de Injuns 'tought I was Manytoes, but 
dis Chief run'd up and was gwine to chop Philip right down. ' Dar wus 
no time for 'flection den,*so I pulled trigger, and de Mohawks' had one 
Chief less dan dey used to hab. 

Phillis. Massy s sake. Jocko— you'se killed good many Injuns m your 
time. 

Joeko. Yas, I neber could like dem — ^kase dey's neider one ting nor 
toder. 

Phillis, Why, what you mean ? 
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Jocko. I mean dat dey^s neider wite man nor nigger. Well I mns' 
bid yer good-bye Miss Pbillis, MasV*!! be waidn for me. 

Fhillis, Now took good care ob yourself, Jocko ? 

Joeko. Ah ! dere is^nt much chance ob takin car ob your^sef, when de 
bullets, an* tomyhawks, an' arrers, am a flyin' 'bout — de best ting den, is to 
do all der killin yer ken, an' when de fightings ober, ^zamine yer'sef to 
fine out what's left, an' den take de best kar you kin ob dat. (Exit 
Jocko, X. Phillisy R. 1. E,) 

Scene III.— TToorf. Enter Jockoy L. 1 E. He hms a pa9$ paper in kirn 

hand, 

Jocko. (After looking about.) I don't sec Mas'r anywhar 'bout an'dis 
yar is de place whar he told me dat he be. I's got a paper here for him, 
too, dat de Kurnel gib me, an' he say Mas'r Philip conldn' git away wid- 
out it. Hullo ! (Looking off R. 2 E.) Tar's an' Injun cumin , an* I'se 
ffot no weepin wid me. Neber min' I wont back out from Injun anyhow. 
(Enter Philip disguised oh Kanandadagea, R, 2 E. Jocko looks at him et 
moment or two with astonishment,) Hi — Yak — ^Yak ! Yah I yah ! Yah I 
By de holy wall ob Jerusarlum I My eyes, MasV, but Missa Bella'd neber 
know yer ! De berry mudder dat bore de Mohawk Kandydigger would 
hug ye an' kiss ye, an' swar ye wur' her own son I You mos' make Jocko 
tink dat he did'nt kill Kandydigger arter all. 

Philip, If I succeeded in deceiving you, the disguise must be a good 
one. The dress certainly fits me well, indeed I feel so much at home in it, 
.4hat I begin to fancy myself almost a savage. I shall feel like scalping 
the first white man that crosses my path ; Now then, Jocko, take one 
good look at me and see if anything's wanting. (Jocko walks slowly 
around Philips examining him from headtofoety and lost in admiration.y 

Jocko. 'Taint no use. You is Injun Mas'r, an' no mistake. I wanted 
to say sumt'n, but it cant be did. You is — ^you is — Kandydigger, an' no 
one else in dis worl ? Dat am a fac' by squashey ! 

Philip. At all events, I am so well satisfied with the metamorphosis, 
that I am resolved to try its efficacy. And now. Jocko, are you all pre- 
pared to follow me ? 

Jocko. Good soldier am allers ready, Mas'r. 

Philip. Did the Colonel detail the men I thought necessary to assist 
me in making the capture ? 

Jocko. • Yes, Mas'r — dey'll be on de road. 

Philip. Then come. You must accompany me as far as the cross 
roads, for I wish to tell you my plans. (Crosses R.) At the cross roads 
we separate. Be' careful to keep so near me, that I may, at any time, 
give you a signal if I require your services. 

Jocko. Yas, Mas'r. I'll crawl 'round in yer wercinity widout makin* 
more noise dan a blacksnake. (Exit Philip and JockOy R. 1 E.) 

Scene IV. — (A room in Magoon^s house — Guy Bradbrook^ Nathan^ and 
Magoon discovered^ seated at a table drinking. DooTy L. F. Practi- 
cable window, R. F.) 

Ouy. Hal ba I ha I Well, father, I guess the thing's all right now — 
and trouble enough we've had to get it so. Philip Lancey has learned, 
long ere this, how much more prudent it is for a man to attend to his own 
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business. The fool t Why did he wish to step between me and mine t 
He might have known it was a losing game from the first. If he wanted 
a gal, why did'nt he pick in some other quarter ? If he wanted a vfife^ 
why didn't he place his affections where there was a chance of gainmg 
something by it ? 

Nathan* Let's talk no more of him, Guy, but turn our attention to 
matters of more importance. In the first place, have you taken any mea- 
sures to get Isabel again out of the clutches of old Lancey f 

Guy. You don't suppose I've been asleep all this while, do you, old 
man. No, no — I'll soon have the proud Miss Carlton in my power again, 
and more securely than ever. I've sent James Starbird and his two sons 
to the fort — there to enlist in the rebel army, and bide a favorable oppor- 
tunity for running the girl off — that is, forcing my wife to elope to her 
husband. 

Nathan. Don't forget that it now wants but a short time of her nine- 
teenth birth-day. Should that day pass and she n,ot your wife, she may 
consider it an annulment of her promise to her father. 

Gruy. Oh ! don"t let that trouble you. If on the morning succeeding 
her nineteenth birth-day, I don't get up her husband, I'll never get up 
again. 

{Philip speaks outside^ hack of F.) 

Philip. Is Mr. Magoon in ? 

Ouy. Hallo I Who can that be ! Go to the window. Perhaps a 
friend. {Magoon rises and goes to window— first drawing a pistol from his 
belt. He opens the shtUter and speaks to Philip. Guy and Nathan also 
draw pistols.) 

Magoon. Who are you, sir ? 

Philip. A friend to him who is a friend to me. 

Magoon. And what seek you here ? 

Philip. To learn how goes the work on. 

Magoon. You are not an Oneida spy ? 

Philip. Me a spy I But me have been spy. Aye — ^me spy the rebel 
pale-face at Fort Schuyler. 

Maroon. {Taming to Ghiy and Nathan.) Shall I admit him? 

Guy. Oh, yes ! He can do no barm. (Magoon goes to D. L. P., and 
unbolting it admits Philip— who starts on beholding Guy and Nathan ; 
but recovering himself advances with confidence. Nathan recognises him 
as Kanadandagea, and takes him warmly by the hand.) 

Nathan. Kanadandagea ! Why— where on earth have you been? 
We had given you up for dead 

Magoon. Kanadandagea I 

Chiy. Kanadandagea ! {They all shake hands with Philip.) 

Nathan. Now, chief, do let us know where you have been. 

Philip. It would be a long story to tell. But most of the time I spent 
around'the fort above here. 

Nathan, And what information did you gain ? 

Philip. Good ! The rebels are on the wrong trail. They know you 
are at work, raising men for the king ; but they think the work is doing 
farther South, and they will send their soldiers there. 

Nathan. That is good. But have you heard anything of Big Mountain 
Ash and his party ? 
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Philip. I met them — ^let me see — six days ago^ I think, in the woods 
north-west of the fort, and they had with them a young white man — 
Philip— a something was his name. 

Nathan. Lancey. 

Philip. — yes. Me forget. They had him. 

Nathan. Well — what was the chief going to do. with him ? 
.Philip. Why — ^he told me he was to have much gold for putting the 
white youth under ground. 

Nathan. Ah — yes — yea. And did he say who had offered him the 
money ? 

Philip. He told me. 

Nathan. He did. Told you the man^ name f 

Philip. Yes. He said it was 

Nathan. Ah — a never mind now who it was. It is of no conse- 
quence. 

Philip. But, you should be not at all ashamed of that. Why — ^rt was 
your duty, if what you tell the red man is true, to put such a young 
snake of a rebel out of the way. 

Nathan, Well, it's out now, and cant be helped. But Philip Lancey 
was a dangerous reptUe in the way of our holy cause. But this is not all. 
He had taken a most solemn oath that he would have the lives of myself, 
and my son, if he had to wade through a sea of even infant's blood to do 
the deed ! Do you wonder, that when I found the chief had him, I 
wished to have him put out of the way ? 

Magoon. My soul, no ! 

Philip. Why — ^I should think you would have run him through ypup- ^ 
self the moment you saw him ! 

Nathan. So I should, only I could not bear the thought of having the 
blood of so mean and contemptible a scoundrel upon my hands ! But do 
you think he was killed ? 

Philip. I will tell you what I heard : Big Mountain Ash said he was 
going direct to a g|len by the shore of the lake, there to kiU and scalp 
him. 

Guy. , Then he must be gone safe enough under the dirt by this time. 

Nathan. Of course he must. The Big Ash would not let him go. 
What do y On think? 

Philip. Why, that chief was not the man to break his word. If the 
young man lives, it must have been a wonderful event that saved him. 
But I should not be afraid to wager my life that his scalp is now in the 
' possession of a red-skin. It must be so. 

(Jocko climbs in at window unseen by all except Philip^ toko exchanges 
signs mth him.) 

Nathan. Of course it must. 

Chty. But why don't the chief bring the scalp along. He has had 
time enough, certainly. 

Nathan. O — there may be many things to prevent,him. He may not 
be sure of finding us. ' • 

Gny. But we told him we would be at the Flats one week. What 
could he want more than that ? 

Nathan. Tes, my son ; but then you must remember that there maj 



Digitized by CnOOg IC 



OB, TBS MAID OV THK WAK PATH. 4S 

be danger in his way, or he may have hit upon some important work. 
He knows the scalp will keep. 

Maffoon. But come. It is near nine o^clock. We must be off. 

NcUhan, Ah — yes. And you must go with us, Kanadandagea. 

Philip. Where is it? 

Nathan. A meeting of our new friends. Come — I will show you a 
place which I think even an Indian could not find without assistance. 

Philip. I should like to see such a place ; but I should like to see 
new friends to our good cause better. I would giro my belt of wampum 
to see a thousand of them to night. 

Nathan. That^s a true spirit. But we can't show you quite that 
number, though you shall see a part of them. Come. 
(Nathan — Ouy — Maroon — and Philip exit L. D. F, Philip ob he goes 
offy speaks aside to Jocko, 

Philip. Are our friends ready ? 

Jocko. Yes, masV I 

Philip. Then follow me. 

Jocko. I will, masV ! (Door L. F. is closed and fastened on the 
outside. Jocko runs and looks in the pitcher on table.) Hi-yak ! Dars 
some left — wonder if it am Tory liquor, (tastes it.) No, it am 'merican 
rum — dat's wot 'grees wid Jocko, (empties the pitcher and smacks his 
lips.) Ha ! ha ! dem spirits hab done cleaned out — ^bum-by de Tories^U 
lose all de spirits dey's got. (Jocko exits through the mndow.) 

Scene V. — The stage represents the top of a high bluff. Scene on fiat 
shows a distant countrt/y such as would be witnessed by lookitig across a 
river from an elevated height. A ridge of rocks and earth conceals the 
entrance^ which is from below. L. Z E. is a cluster of rocks^ in C. of 
which is the Tory rendezvous — a large cave. Tlie entrance to the cave ts 
about three feet square^ and is concealed by bushes. A Tory is walking 
about as sentinel — he carries no arms in sight Dotoder sticks his heaa 
out from, cave. Music. 

Dowder. (To Sentinel). YouVe seen nothing of the Bradbrooks yet? 

Sentinel. Nothing. 

Dowder. What detains 'em, I wonder ? We're all assembled, and 
only waiten for them. 

Sentinel. Oh, I hear footsteps coming up the hill. (Music.) 
(Dowder withdraws, Ouy^ Nathan and Philip enter ^ at the back, coming 
up from below.) 

Sentinel. Dark nights, sirs. 

Ouy, Dark nights for dark things. 

Sentinel, Plenty of light now. 

Guy. All bright, then. 

Nathan. The Bied Eagle could not guess our place of meeting, even 
now, could he ? 

Philip, I see nothing. His white brother is too shrewd for the red 
man. 

€huy. 111 enlighten you, then. 
Takes out whistle and gives one low sound, which is answered from within — 

Ouy then gives three distiftct pipes and a prolonged trill — the sound be- 
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inff repeated /rem the caw, Dcwder then puts his head through the 

opniing. Seeing who the parties arcy he enters. 

I>owder, Come at last, have ye. Hallo ! Is that Kanadandagea with 
you? 

Guif. Tes. 

JDmoder. (Crossing and shaking Philip's hand,) Glad to see! Your 
tribe has lost a great chief. 

Philip, Ah I I heard it not. 

Dowder. Yes — Mountain Ash is dead. 

Nathan. Mountain Ash dead ! How did you learn that ? 

JDowder. He, and his whole party of braves were attacked in the 
woods and killed. But one escaped to tell the story. 

Guy. They had a rebel prisoner with them. 

Dwoder. He was rescued by the attacking party. 

Ouy. Curses on the luck I The infernal villain is again with Isabel. 
But V\\ have that girl from the fort i^ it costs me my life. She shall 
come if she wades through a sea of blood. 

Nathan. (To Philip.) It's a foul wrong has been done the boy. Well, 
never mind, Guy, let's in to the council now. 

Dowder. Yes, the business is all settled ; but they want to see you 
before breaking up. 

Nathan, (To Philip.) Secure place this, eh ? 

Philip. Yes — very good. You can't be afraid here. 

Nathan. Oh no, no dianger of the rascally rebels finding us here. 

Guy, I should like to see one of *cm. 

Philip, So should I. 

Dowder. This way, friends. 
Dowder^ stooping dotouy enters the cave, followed by Guy^ NatJmn^ and 

Philip, (Music pizzicato.) The sentinel seats himself on the edge of 

the bluffy and taking a srnall flask from his pockety drinks. Jocko puts 

his head up from below. 

Sentinel. (Smaclfing his lips). There — that'll keep the damp air out 
of toy throat. 

Jocko, ' (Aside.) Til gib you someting dat'U keep it out better dan dat. 
(He claps his hand over the sentineVs mouthy and drags him over the bluff.) 
Now den, one ob yer down dar change clothes wid dat feller, and come 
up yar. You come dis way, Cap'n. (Capt. Willett enters from below, 
with a party of Continentals. A man is placed in each entrance, R. and 
L., ana two behind the cave. Grover cojnes up from below mth the senti' 
9teVs hat and coat.) 

Jocko^ 'Sguise yourself— quick. (Grover puts on the hat and coat and 
stands by the cave. Capt Willett goes off, R. U. E. Jocko behind the cave.) 

Guy. (Putting his head from cave.) Is all safe ? 

Grover, All right. 

Guy, And the coast clear ? 

Grover, Yes I 

Guy, Then we'll march out, 
(A man crawls out from the cave. Jocko, assisted by Grover, fells him 

with a stick, and arags him behind cave. Two or three others share the sam.e 

fate, Guy, Nathan and Philip are allowed to enter. Jocko then places 



Digitized by 



Google 



OR, THl If AID 0¥ THE WAB PATH. 46 

a rope wer the entraneey with a slip noose in it, Dowder and another 
Torify t^ follows him closely y are caught in the noose. Ihwder exclaims 
"Harder ! Treason ! Rebellion I" This alarms Ony.) 
Guy. Ah ! Betrayed! (Ghiyy Naihany and Philip are about rushing 

up O.y when Willett appears, and eriet' ^^Surrender.") 
Guy. To whom ? 
willett. The servants of the Continental Congress! 

The Continental soldiers appear at the different entrancesy and level their 
guns at Philipy Ouy, ana Nathan — two soldiers point their muskets into 
the cave. Picru**.— QUICK CURTAIN. 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Banks of the Mohawk. Ouy and Nathan Bradhrook discover- 
ed stepping ashore from a row-boat. Moonlight. 

Guy. Well, we got out of that scrape much easier than I anticipated. 
Lucky we were the only persons of position taken on tha^ night, else we 
should not have escaped by an exchange of prisoners. As it is, I am 
surprised that the rebel commander, instead of seeking to detain us, 
seemed eager to have us out of the fort. Could it have been at the 
instigation of Philip Lancey, that we were permitted to go at large ? 

Nathan. I have no doubt that such was the case. Perhaps he thought 
by being in the fort, we were in too close proximity with the fair Isa- 
bel. . 

Guy. Fool ! Does he think to keep her from me ? Does he not know 
that I have sworn she shall be mine ? 

Nathan. You will have to be speedy then, my son ; for to-morrow 
completes her nineteenth birthday. 

Guy. Yes, and to-morrow she shall be. Mrs. Bradbrook ! 

Nathan. Then you think there is no doubt of Starbird being able to 
bring her oflF, eh ? 

duy. If rd had any doubt in the matter, I should not have run the 
risk of venturing so near the rebel's strong-hold. 

Nathan. At what hour did Starbird say you might expect him ? 

Guy. Just past midnight. He sent me word yesterday, that it would 
be his turn to mount guard to-day, and that he should be posted at the 
sally-port from- twelve till two. During that time his sons would secure 



Digitized by VjOOg IC. 



46 TiUE piONEKii patbiot; 

the girl — she and her nurse being preriously drugged with a sleeping 
potion — and then, as soon as the old man passed his last call, issue forth 
and join me here — I agreeing to have a boat in readiness to bear the 
precious burden to its future home. 

Naihan, The plan is well arranged, yet 'tis a pity while they were 
drugging, that they could not have contriyed to administer a goodly 
potion to Philip Lancey, and that black ape that follows him. 

Chuy, They are not forgotten in the programme. Starbird promised 
to see to them, if it could be done without interfering with their designs 
on Isabel Carlton. ( Whittle heard off L.) Ah ! there's Starbird, now. 
( Ghiy takeft a email whietle from his pocket and anewere the signal ; a short 
pause ; after whieh^ Starbird runs onL. 2, E.^ nearly out of breath.) 

Starbird. Is that you, Mr. Bradbrook ? 

Guy. Yes, — Yes ! — well, have you succeeded. 

Starbird. All right — the boys will soon be here with Miss Oarlton. I 
came ahead to see if the road was clear. 

Guy. Has cTerything worked right ? 

Starbird. To a hair. Theodore made love to the cook for a week, 
and so had a clear run of the cooking department. He went in this eve- 
ning, and was lucky enough to find Phillis in the very act of preparing 
her mistpess' tea. He watched his opportunity, and slipped the powder 
into the kettle while she was taking some toast from the fire. The old 
wench got her bread buttered on the wrong side that time. The powder 
acted to a charm ; and twelve o'clock found Isabel and her attendant so 
sound asleep, that if the fort had been bombarded, they would have been 
ignorant of it. To wrap up the girl, and bring her away, was an easy 
matter after that. 

Guy. But Philip and his nigger — did you do anything for them ? 

Starbird. They'll give you no further trouble. 

Nathan. And bow did you affect their 

Starbird. Death's the word, Sir — don't be 'fraid to spit it out. Why 
Theodore found out that Philip was fond of stewed berries — which he 
ate at every meal. Just before supper, Theodore contrived, after 
the table was set, to mix with the sauce, a yarb, which I had got 
from an Indian medicine man. The yarb gave the berries a high flavor, 
and 80 made 'em more relishable. Both Lancey and Jocko eat their 
bellies full. Ha I ha ! it would a done ye good to see how they smacked 
their lips while gulpin' down their death warrants. 

Nathan. Did you learn the result ? 

Starbird. No, Sir. I seen them send for a doctor 'bout nine o'clock, 
but there is'nt doctors 'nough made to do them any good. They took 
what would 'a killed a dozen. 

(A voice outside X., calls out ''Father /" " Father /") 

This way, boys, — this way. 
{Enter Theodore and Henry y L. bearing Isabel wrapped in a dark coverlid.) 

Guy. By the piper's pipes and pitcher, but you've done it handsome- 
ly. Blessed little creature, how sweetly she sleeps. Wonder if she's 
dreaming of a sail on the river by moon-light. Into the boat with her, 
boys, and then pull away, we've got a long way before us. 
{fi%y and Nathan get into the boat. Theodore and Henry are handing 
Isabel to him a« the seem closes,^ 
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Scene II. — Front room iti Fort Schuyler. Enter Walter and Gansevoort^ 

L. i E.) 

Ganne, This ia bad work, Mr. Lancey ! bad work ; but fortunate that 
it IS no worse. How is your son, now ? 

Walter. Much better. Sir — merely weak from the violent purging he 
was obliged to undergo. He would soon be well enough were it not for 
the dreadful blow that is in reserve f')r him. Have none of the parties 
returned that went in pursuit of the scoundrels ? 

Ganse. Those who took the upper roads have returned, but bring no 
tidings. However, my strongest hopes are with a party I bade follow the 
river road. Your son told me that his servant was always suspicious of 
these Starbirds, but they had been so long in the fort — some six weeks — 
and had performed their duties so faithfully, that I would as soon have 
. suspected the best men in my command. How they could have adminis- 
tered the poison to your son, is to me a mystery. 

Walter. We have found that out. It was mixed in with some berries 
that Jocko had prepared for his mastev^s supper. One of the Starbirds 
was in the habit of lounging about the cook-room, and when the servants 
were out, he has contrived to mix the poison with the food. Luckily, 
Philip ate sparingly of the berries, as he thought they had a peculiar 
taste — as of being smoked in the cooking. But poor Jocko rather liked 
the relish, and partook of an unusual quantity of the poisoned berries,-^ 
perhaps it was fortunate that he did so, for the overdose acted as an 
emetic. Poor fellow ! I doubt if he was ever so frightened before. 
Here he comes. 

{Jocko enters, L. H., his h^ad hound up in a white cloth.) 
Ganse. Why, Jocko ! you look rather the worse for wear. 
Jocko. By squashey ! I was pooty near wored out dat time. If it 
hadn^t been for ole Phillis I was done gone for — dough I don't tink she 
knowed wot was de matter wid me, 'zactly. 

Ganse. What did she say was the matter with you ? 
Jocko. Wall — ^she said dat my osserfagus tube was 'flamed — dat de 
bronkattle passage was little febrified — and dere was a constellation ob de 
cuberkel ob de outside layer of de skin — dat dere was someting inside ob 
me dat would hab to kum out. Den she gib me some warm yarb tea-^ 
shortly arter which dere was a general row inside ob me, as dough ebry- 
. ting was fighten to git out. I clinched my teef and tried to hoi' in long's 
I could, but bum-bye my mouf kul;aspsed, an' I tought dere* wusn't gwine 
to be anyting left inside ob me but de ribs — an* dey shuk mighty hard. 
By squashy I I didn't tink dat I eber could hole so much. 
Ganse. It must have made you very faint. 

Jocko. Faint ? Yas, indeedy, it did, Kurnel. I felt so faint dat I was 
'fraid I was gwine to turn wite. Phillis said I did look little blue-bl ick. 

Ganse. — You have had a hard time of it. But I guess you are all 
right now. 

Jocko. Oh, yas ! All I wants now am plenty ob fodder. 
Ganse. That you shall have, {crosses, L.) Mr. l^ancey, had you not 
better rejoin your son ? If any news should arrive, I'll come to you. 
■ Probably it would be better not to break to him the fact of Miss Carlton's 
abduction till we hear further. {Exit Gansevoart^ L,l E.) 
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Walter, 1 could well wish the unpleasant duty might fall to others. My 
heart bleeds at the thought of telling him his fondest hopes are now de> 
Btroyed forever. 

Jocko, It am dweiful, MasV. But in dts life de good tings and de bad 
tings am so mixed up dat you hab to swaller de hull, wedder you likes it 
_«r not. {A8 Walter Lancey and Jocko are about to exit, i2.» Philip^ who 
has laid 4uide his hunting shirt, rushes on and meets thetnJ) - 
Walter. Philip! Philip^why are you here? 

Philip, To learn the cause of all this bustle and fuss in the fort. 
What has happened ? 

Walter. Nothing, nothing, my son — ^at least, nothing that need alarm 
you. Return to your room again — you need rest. 

Philip. Rest I How can I rest under such circumstances ? You can* 
not deceive me, father! Something more than H be escape of these 
would-be assassins has occurred. They had another mission to perform 
besides the accomplishment of my death. Father! Where is Isabel 
Carlton ? 

Walter. That is more than I can tell, my son. 

Philip^ Then I will go forth and 

Walter, Stay ! Stay, Philip ! What is it you seek? 

Philip, The troth I And I will have it, too. 

Walter. Then hear it from, from my lips. Isabel is gone! {Philip 
starts.) Stop. — ^We have sent out a hundred and fifty men, and if she is 
to be found they will find her. As soon as the Colonel knew that the 
three men had deserted, he hastened at once to Isabers chamber, where 
he knocked until he was assured he could gain no answer, and then he 
went in. Old Phillis was there, but so sound asleep that she had to be 
brought out of doors ere she could be wakened. When she finally came 
to her senses, she said that the last she saw of her mistress was as she got 
into bed. 

Philip. Gone ! Oh, the villain has kept his oath ? and those viUuns 
too — ^his infamous tools ! Oh, Jocko, had I but taken your advice, and 
set a watch on those Starbirds, this agony might have been spared me. 

Jocko. Ta — ya, dar^s no use in tinkin^ *bout dat. Tour 'pinion *s good 
as mine, only dis time mine was de best. Dat*s all, masV. But whar d*ye 
tink poor Miss Bella am now, eh ? 

Philip. Alas ! I canH tell. I fear the men will not find her. 

jocko. Dar^s no use in feelin^ so till dey cum, masV. Mebbe deyUl 
find her. I hope so. An^ ef dem intarnal, onconsarned) hypokeipical 
villains is fotched back, I tink dis yer chile Ml claim de privumlege ob 
takin^ holt ob one end ob de rope. In course, dey'll be hanged. 

Philip. Yes — as spies. 

Jocko, Dogs eat *um ! dey ort'er, dat*s a fac. 

{Bnter Gansevoort, L. 1 E.) 

Ganse. Well, Philip, I bring you news of Isabel, though I doubt if it 
will afford you any gratification. A party of men who went down along 
the river-bank, report having seen Miss Carlton in a boat, together with 
the Starbirds and the two Bradbrooks. 

Philip, In the power of Guy Bradbrook 1 Great heavens, and this very 
day is tne one on which she was pledged, in marriage, to that monster. 
But she shall be rescued from his foul embiace* 
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Walter, My son! Remember 7t>u have given me your word of honor 
not to obstruct their union. 

Philip, Nor will I, provided she becomes a toillitw bride — ^but should 
they attempt to force her to wed with one, whom, I know, her generous 
soul abhors, TU save her though life itself should pay the forfeit. 

WcUter, But how are you to know whether she is willing or not? 

Philip, I will be present at the bridal. My disguise will protect me 
firom suspicion. Jocko shall accompany me, and if I cannot gain an op- 
portunity of speaking to her, he shall be my mediator. 1 ask no better. 
{CroMea to B.) 

W€Uter. But you are too weak, my son, to undergo so much fatigue. 

Philip. Weak! Weak, Father t I never felt so strong ! Two passions 
sway my heart — Devotion to my Country! Love for Isabel! Should 
danger threaten either, though 1 lay on my death-bed, desperation would 
nerve my arm to strike a blow in their defense. {IJxit R. 1 E.) 

Jocko. Hi — yak — yak! {Tearing the bandage from his head.) Dat*s de 
■Mdsin for Jocko. Neber felt better in all my life ! Tse runnin^ flll ober 
wid fight, an' somebody mus' feel de 'fects ob it ! (Exit Jocko., R. 1 E.) 

Ganse. Let your son have his own way, Mr. Lancey ! The excite- 
ment may prove beneficial — ^to restrain him* would certainly be injurious 
to his future health. 

Walter. But if he should be detected by the Bradbrooks, death would 
be the inevitable result. 

Ganae, I will provide against that, so make your mind easy. Go with 
me to Captain Willett's quarters, and you shall learn what I intend to do. 
(Exit Ganeevoort and Walter^ L.\E.) 

Scene HI. — Room in the house of Nathan Bradbrook. Pr/ieticable win- 
dow, R. F,^ tables and chairs, Chiy Bradbrook enters i., bearing Isa- 
bely still unconscious^ in his arms ; ZebiUon Beebe/oftows, Guy places 
Isabel in chair^ 

Guy, There, my pretty dove, you^re caged at last. T\\ put a chain 
upon you this time that cannot be broken. Before the sun sets, you'll 
wed Guy Bradbrook, or the grave. (Isabel sighs.) Guess, she's coming 
to. Zeb., as you are general overseer of the women ifolks, Til confide 
Miss Carlton ^o your care. You will allow no person to see her except 
it be my father, unless she should require the doctor, and I hardly think 
fads presence will be necessary, for the opiate she took was a harmless one. 
Be strict, bow, in your watch, and I'll reward you — be negligent, and 
it'll be the worst day's work you ever did. 

Zeb. I 'spect it'll be the happiest day Zeb^s known since he wus a boj^ 
''cause when it's over you'll never treat him unkindly again. (TTiis speech 
is spoken as if there were some hidden meaning contained in it.) 

wiy. What do you mean by that? 

Zeh, Why, your marriage will make you so happy. 

Guy. I hope so. Now, go and order some breakfast to be got ready 
for Miss Carlton. She^U want it when she awakens. (Isabel again sighs 
and mojes on the cJiair.) Hurry ! hurry ! you fool, or shell be awake be- 
fore you're back. (Guy hurries Zeb. off, R. 1 E., and then follows him. 
Isabel noi0 presses her hand upon her forehead, as if in pain. She then 
ealls^ " Phillis I Phillis /" and-opens her eyes, gazing wilaly around.) 

5 
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Inabel Am I in a dream ? (CaUinff.) PhiUisI PhiUU ! VmLhini 
No answer ! Is this indeed a dream, or is my mind wandering. {3hs 
ri»M.) No, it is too real to be an illusion. Tet where am I ? £Terythin§^ 
seems strange. This is not my room, nor do I remember it ; and surely 

1 coald not haye passed the night in a chair. No, that is impossible, foe 
now I recollect how drowsy I felt, and how dear Phillis assisted me to bed. 
(Ooes up stage, andlook« out of windovf,) This scene is not a familiar 
one, and yet I most have gazed on it before. (She starts and utters a 
slight scream.) Ah ! now I see it all I The day-^Aix day, tfaaft I have so 
long looked forward to with fear, has at length arrived, and I am here to 
fulfil my father's pledge 1 Oh, wretched Isabel! Lost, lost, forever t 
(She falls toeeping on a chair beside the table, Zeb enters R^^vaUh bneak" 

fast things on a tray. He goes up to UMe.) 

Zeb, Ah — ^my lady is awake. 

JsabeL I am awake. And will you tell me where I am? (Zeb plaeem 
tray on table,) 

Zeb,^ Sartin. But don^t ye know ? Didn^t ye know ye was at the house 
of Squire Bradbrook? 

Isabel. How came I here ? 

Zeb. How came you ? — Why — ^what a question f Didn^t ye come here 
just as the day was peepin ? 

Isabel. I donH know, I am sure. 

Zeb.^ Then I can't tell you, Miss — ^I only knows that you'se here, and 
that I pities you. 

Isabel. Pity me ! Thank ybu. It is a pleasure to kncrw that there is 
one person here with a heart to feel. 

Zeb. I don' know about the heart — my heart's been trod on so much,, 
I 'specks its all trod out o' me. 

Isabel. May I ask your name. 

Zeb. Zeberlon Beebe. 

Isabel. Yes, I remember you now. I presume I am to remain hbre-^ 
perhaps for a long time. Will you not be kind to me ? 

Zeb. Well — that be dependin' upon what ye mean by kindness. Ef 
ye mean 'at Fs to let ye run off, I mout'nt be so kind as ye'd wish. 

Isabel. — I mean no such thing my good friend, I only wish you to 
be kind to me here — kind as my friend — kind as one in whom I can feel 
that I have sympathy and good will. 

Zeb. Well— I'll be all o^that, me lady. I'll be all o' that, sartin. But 
mercy on me ! how pale an* death'like ye look ! Be ye sick ? Ha' ye 
hurt theeself ? 

Isabel, I am not well. I am Very — (Bursts into tears.) 

Zeb. What be it ? Tell me lady. 

Isabel? Oh ! You do not know ! I cannot tell. 

Zeb. Ah— I know. (-Looks cautiously around and speaks in a whisper.} 
Ye can't love me young moster. Ye wish he had'nt brought ye hither. 
Ehf poor lady ? 

Isabel. Yes — ^yes, you are right. But let^ it pass. I shall be better 
Boon. 

Zeb. Aye — if ye'U eat an' drink o' this warmin' stuff, ye'll be better 
sartin. Here's coffee: an' her's a wee bit o' warm wine. I thought 
mebbe ye'd like it after being oot 'i the nights 
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ImM. I thank yott — thakik yoo. I dhall feel better when I am stronger. 

Zeh. Of course you will. Well, I must go down stairs now, but ril bo 
op again when you t6 breakfasted. 

Isabel, Thank you I {Exit Zeh, R. H.) Philip ! oh, Philip— fareweU! 
Our fidnt dream of happiness is passed, and the morning of stem fate has 
dawned upon us. The hope we held is gone forever. Forget me — ^forget 
me save as a sister you once loved, and who loved you devotedly. Go, 
dear brother, for never more can I offer thee the love which must hence- 
forth wither and die ^ith my heart — ^it cannot die while that heart beats I 
Farewell, Philip ! Farewell ! God bless thee ! God bless thee ! Oh I— 
Farewell I 
(^Isabel imrien her face in her hantjh^ and doen not see Guy, who enters, R, 

H.^-^He advances to C, of the room, and after gazing at Isabel for a 

moment speaks,) 

Otty, Good morning, Isabel. 

Isabel. Good morning, sir. {She rises, courtsies coldly, and advances, 
L, G.) 

Chay. Tou find yourself in rather more comfortable quarters than you 
have had of late. 

Isabel, They are larger and more airy, and perhaps I might find them 
as comfortable, if I had my good old servant with me. 

iShty. Well — perhaps we can find her for you. At all events, we'll try. 
I suppose you wonder how you came here, donH you ? ^ 

Isabel. Yes, sir — I do. It has puzzled me exceedingly. 

Chiy. Well — you came in your sleep. 

Isabel. But how ? 

Ouy. Why — ^my kind friend who has been On duty for me the past six 
or eight weeks — Ha, ha, ha — only think of my having three sentinels 
posted in the rebel camp. But they did their work well. Y&u,, my dear, 
took a strong sleeping potion in your tea, and the result was, that you 
were brought from your chamber and carried to the river side, where a 
boat was in waiting for you, with myself and. four stout oarsmen in it. 
Then you were pulled down the stream to Johnstown, then taken into a 
wagon antl brought up here, and all without once waking up. A party 
of horsemen from the fort passed us just west of the Flats, but we heard 
them coming, and pulled up under the shade of the thick wood upon the 
opposite side, and they didnH see us^ I suppose you would have beeb 
better pleased had they found us and carried you back with them to the 
fort, eh? 

Isabel. Tou have no right to suppose what my feelings are, sir, so long 
as I give you no cause for such supposition. 

Ouy, Aha! coming round, eh ? But, say, do you mean thsA; you won't 
try to run away from me ? Say ? 

Isabel, Sir! Tou know the promise I gave my father. That I mean 
to keep, if I must. 

,Ouy. If you must! What do you mean by that ? 

IscStel. I mean this. If we both live to see the ceremony consummated, 
I shall shortly be your wife. 

Ouy, Ifv)e both live ! Perhaps Philip Lancey means that I shall not 
Uve! 

Isabel. Philip Lancey, sir, is not the cowardly assassin to murder % 
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fellow creature in eold blood ? nor coukl his noble soul descend to the 
thought of seeking your life in any way. 

Ouy. Well — I suppose you think you know him ; but it matters little 
to me. I- — don^t — thwk — ^he*ll hurt me I 

Isahel. (Starting.) What do yoQ mean ? Have ymt murdered Philip 
Lancey i 

Guy. Do you think I could do such a thing ? 

Uahel. Why act the hypocrite^ sir ? Do y©«* think /am Wind ? I am 
well aware that you would take Philip Lancey's lift at any moment on 
which the opportunity should offer ! 

€hiy. (Passionateiy.) Aye I I would kill him ! Fd kill him as quickly 
as Td kill any other snake that I found coiled up in my nest ! Curses 
upon him ! He — he — ^is — a — he*s dead now ! Aye L dead as the dirt that 
must cover him in a few short hours ! The same hands that helped me 
to the fulfillment of one part of my oath, helped to the re»t I He and kis 
ape-imp are both past all help in this life! 

Isabel. 0, wretch ! wretch ! {She sinks dovm on chair.) 
Guy. (aside.) Fool! Why did I tell her that. If I'd kept it to 
myself, she might have been easy and agreeable. No matter. Perhaps, 
now, that she knows her lover's dead, she'll be more tractable, and, may- 
be, love her husband, since there 's nobody else for her to love. (To Isa- 
bel.) There's no use crying, my lady, for your tears can't wash Philip 
out of his grave. Besides, the clergyman, with my father, will soon be 
here to make us two one — and I would'nt have you weep your way into 
marriage, whatever you may do afterwards. I shall return for you- in a 
few moments. Meantime, make yourself look as pleasant as you can. 
(Eotit G^iyy L. 1 E. After he is offy the chirrippiny of a crickit is heard 
aJt back of scene. Isabel starts up. 

IsabeL That sound! (The chirrup is repeated.) Again! surely there 
is but one, whose lips could frame that sound. (77ie chirrup again.) It 
iS' — it is he ! (She goes ta the window and raises the sash, when Jocko's 
head appears.) Jocko ! 

Jocko. Aye, Miss Bella — it am Jocko. Hi>yak-yak I He come onc^t 
more tro' de winder ! 

Isabel. — sh ! Be cautious for there may be enemies within hearing. 

Jocko. Don't be afeared, missus. By de big jingo ! I wouldn't s'pose 
ye to danger for my ole brack head^ wool an' idl — sartin I wouldn't I 

Isabel. It isn't for myself, Jocko, that I fear, for they wouldn't harm 
me. It is for you. 

Jocko. Now jus' you don't be afeared on my account. Miss Bella. By 
gosh, dey can't cotch dis child! (By this time Jotko is in the rooB/i — -he. 
takes IsabeVs hand.) I may kiss it ? 

Isabel. Yes, Jocko — with pleasure. 

Jocko, Bress your noble good heart. Fse prayed for ye, Miss BeUa — 
I'se prayed to Heaven for ye ! ' 

Isahel. But tell me is, is Philip olivet 

Jocko, Alibe an' well as ebber he war in de world, Miss Bella. What 
made ye think ob dat? 

Isabel, Oh f Guy told me you were both dead \ 

Jocko. Aye, Missa Bella, an' 'taint no good a' him dat we aint dead» 
boff on us. He tried hard 'nuff« 
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/«a^/. Then he did mean to kill jouf 

Jocko, Tea — an' he tinks, I s'pose, it am done. But hifl man didn't 
know jus* how to do it. He gib dis nigger too much pixen, an* he didn't 
gib massa *nuff. 

UabeL Poisoned! Oh I what a heart he must have. And Philip 
came near dying? 

Joeko. Nearer *n he *11 ebber want to cum agin, I 'sure ye. Dd 
doctor took rite holt ob him, an' got de pizen all out ob him, or else he 
would hay' died, sartin suah. 

habeU — I shall feel happier now that I know you are both alive. 
I have been very, very unhappy with the thought that you and your mas* 
ter had been murdered. 

Joeko, Yes — ^I s'pose so. But mas'r wants to make ye more happy 
dan dat. I hab cum to tell ye so. Jus' a leetle way off dar be stout men 
waitin' for me ; an* at de ribber dar be a boat. I ken take ye from did 
yer pUce mitey easy, an' when ye is out ob doors you is safe. — ^mas'r 
^11 be «o happy when he sees yer sweet face agin. 

ImM. Jocko, I am mteful— deeply grateful — but— — 

Jocko. Hush, missus! Don't go for to sayin' dat. I 'sure ye twon't 
do. Mas'r nebber '11 stand it. Ye mustn't send no sich word as dat. 

JioheL But I have given you no word. Jocko. 

Joeko, Yes yer did— yer face spoke. Pe words wur comin' out ob 
your eyes, an* den my feelins spoke to me too. 

iMbel, Well, well — ^you must carry the word I send. Tell Philip— 
I shall trust you. Jocko. 

Jocko, Missa Bella, you know me — ^you hab seed me many long years 
— ^you hab tried me — you would be cruel if yjou could say — Me not trust 
Jocko I 

J%ahel, I didn*t mean that' Jocko. Tell Philip he may rest assured of 
my undying love. I can never love another. But I cannot come to him 
now. It would be only madness for me to do so. He knows that I must 
marry with Guy Bradbrook. 

Jocko, Be Guy Bradbrook*s wife? 0! yon don't mean dat I My 
salvation, Missa Bella, you don't mean dat. 

Isabel. Surely I do, Jocko, and Philip knows it I 

Joeko, He knows it ? You be dat bad man's wife ? Whar is your 
Lord? 

Isabel, He Is directing me in the path of duty, Jocko. 

Jocko How you know ? 

Isabel, r feel it 

Joeko, Ah — poor Jocko don't know much, but he lubd de Lord 
too much to t'ink dat any such work ebber cum from his command. Bo 
dat 'bominable man's wife I Missa Bella— don't t — Don'! t— oh ! if yott 
is a gwine to And happiness in dis life, or peace ob soul in de next Ufe, 
don't ye go for to t'row away yer pure self on sich a brack wretch. Ye've 
no right to do it — ^no moreen I hab to cotch leetle chil'n an' gib 'em to 
wild-cats, or pull up all de beautiful flowers an' bum *em! Don't ye do 
it! Don't! 

Isabel, Stop, Jocko. If you love me, urge me no more. It only 
makes me more unhappy, without doing anything towards the end you 
desire. 
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Joeko, Does it make you unhappy, mistna ? 
Isabel. In truth it does. 

Jocko. Den Til say no more. I is sorry — I coud cry Jus* as easy — 
easier^n I could stop cryin\ But you know best, I s*pose. An' now, in 
de words you hab giben me; what is for masV t 

Isabel. Tell him, I shall be treated well here. 1 haye not been forced 
into the marriage. He knows my duty — it is as we have decided. He 
knows I loTe him, I shall pray for him — I shall pray for him while I hare 
life and strength left. Tell him, he will forget his exclusive love for me 
in time — be will find some one who will make him a faithful, loving com- 
panion. Tell him this — ^tell him to pray for me sometimes — ^to love me, 

to forgive me — ^I love him — ^love him always 

Jocko. Missa Bella ! Oh ! good, sweet, dear missus you won't 

Isabel. Hush Jocko ; — go and teU your master as I have said. 60 — 
go. I can say no more. 

Jocko. But — Missa Bella ! Oc 1 if you would only— Jus' dis once — 
jus' dis one time — ^for Mas'r Philip's sake — ^for yer own sake — ^for de sake 
ob de goodness ob de Lord— only Jus' dis once if you would go with 

me 

Isabel. Mercy, Jocko ! — have some pity on me. Tou have my 
answer. Love me — spare me — and go ! {Bowing her head.) 

Jocko. Well, I spec's you knows wot's right ! (Dryina to suppress his 
feelings.) I'll go tole Mas'r Philip, an' den I does'nt care how soon Jocko's 
done libiu' — his heart mos' broke now. (He goes md stage^ speaking in 
choking tones.) Good-bye ! I'se a gwine ! good-bye, Missa Bella I 
Isabel. Good-bye, Jocko. Heaven bless you ! 
Jocko. I musn't nebber come arter ye agin? 

Isabel. No, no, Jocko— don't come to urge me again, unless you should 
hear from me. 
Jocko. But are you sorry I cum dis time? 

Isabel. Oh, no — no. Oh, no — ^this has been like the rising of a new 
sun to make a longer, brighter day of peace for me. Jocko, I bless thee 
for this visit. 

Jocko. T'ank you missus. Good-bye \ . I wont say no more. I wont 
ax ye to go way wid me any more. Good-bye. {He gets out of the win- 
dow slowly^ takes a final look at Isabel^ and then after exclcUmingy *^ De 
Lord bress you," disappears.} 

Isabel. {Clasping her handsy and sinking down upou her knees.) Oh, 
'tis passed ! Oh, Heaven support me in this ! Father — oh, Father, if in 
thy spirit-life, thou hast the power to convey to a child of earth, a thought 
of thine — then, oh ! let me know that I have done my duty ! Tell me — 
that in this terrible ordeal, I have not sacrificed my happiness in vain — 
that in this fearful strait, which has broken my poor heart, I have done 
my dying father's will I {She crosses her hands upon her breast, and seems 
in prayer. Expressive musie^ 

Scene IN. — Landscape. 6uy Bradbrook heard outside, L. 1 Jf. 

Ouy. Scoundrel I Villain ! take that. 

Zeb. Don't beat me so, Mr. Guy. Tou'U kUl me. 
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(Zeb, enters L. 1. E,^ driven in by Cruy, who hoe a heavy whip^btttt, with 
which he h<u etruck 2kb. Zeb is bleeding frofn the head,) 

Guy, Kill you ! And what do you deserve to live for. Of what use 
are you? Did you not have orders to' watch narrowly, and to allow no 
one to approach the house without knowing who it was. And now I find, 
near the window, leading to Miss Carlton^s room, fresh shoe-tracks, and 
the shoes that made them came from the Rebel fort. What were you 
doiikg ? 

Zeb. I donH know. I may have fallen asleep. 

Guy. Sleep ! Sleep ! Perdition seize thee ! Sleep when your mas- 
ter's fortunes are at stake. Villain! there's something to sleep with. 
(He stHkes 2kb with the whip-butty and fells him to the earth.) I hope 
IVe killed the fool, for daring to ruffle me Just at the moment when I 
wished to seem most calm. TU into the house, spoil a bottle of Dad's 
wine to quiet my nerves, and then with the blooming Isabel by my side, 
I shall be ready to face the clergyman, and answer all ^is foolish ques- 
tions. (ThrowifM the whip4mti beside the body of Zeb, Guy exits R, 
After he is off, Zeb slowly rises, 

Zeb. The fool is not yet dead. ! Guy Bradbrook, the hour of 
reckoning is near. The foul wrongs you have done me, are soon to be 
atoned for. To make my revenge more sweet, it shall be taken in the 
hour of your greatest triumph. (Stoops and picks up the whithbutt.) It 
was with this he struck me. {Ptdls back the leather from the butt, and 
shows that it is loaded,) Loaded too ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! By the same lead 
that opened the fool's veins, shall his blood flow ! (Exit chuckling, R, 1 

Last Scene. — Represents a portion of the estate of Nathan Bradbrook, 
The tnansum, R, 8 E, Large stone-^oell, (7., and opposite, 4th grooves. 
Wing in Zd entrance shows a large tree, with a brancn projecting out on 
the stage — under the tree is a cart, Philip enters, disguxsea as Kanadan" 
dagea, L. U, E, He advances slowly to C, and stands for a few seconds 

gtuing at the house — he then sighs heavily.) 

Philip, So her decision is taken — she will fulfill her father's ple^S® — 
and is lost to me forever. It will cost me a deep pang, but I cannot forego 
the misery of being present at the nuptiUs---of seeing another placed 
in possession of all my soul holds dear. 

Nathan. What ! Can this be Eanadandagea. I was not aware that 
you were in our neighborhood, but thought you had gone farther to the 
North, after the successes of the rebels. 

Philip. I was on the path to Canada, but hearing that my young 
white brother was about to take a wife, I turned aside to greet him. Is 
the white maiden fair ? 

Nathan, Fair ! The fairest in the Valley of th# Mokawk — ^and the 
richest too. 

Philip. Your son is blessed. 

Nathan, As few men are. But where can he be loitering all this time ? 
I have just returned from Johnstown with the clergyman, and expected 
to find the bridegroom all impatience, instead of which I cannot find him 
at aH Enter Guy and several armed Tories^ L, U, E. Why, Guy, what's 



Digitized by CnOOg IC 



M m pioKsxa pavsiot; 

all this about— one would think you were preparing for a fight, instead 
a wedding. See, here is our old friend, Kanadandagea, come to offer his 
eongratulations. 

&my. Ah, my red brother, you are welcome here ; and I hope you will 
ei\)oy yourself better than when we were last together. 

Philip, I look not for peace till the Great Spirit calls me. But is my 
brother about to start on a war-trail that his friends come thus armed f 

Ouy, Well, I saw signs that gave me cause to think that trouble might 
be brewing, and so I determined to be prepared for the wont that might 
happen. (To Nathan,) Hare you brought the clergyman f 

Nathan, Tes— everything is in readiness. Isabel has dressed and 
strolled into the garden. 

Cfuy, Whatl Gone out? Are you ^ad, father f 

Nathan, Pshaw I There is nothing to fear. She prayed so hard for 
permission to gather some flowers that grew under her window, that I 
could not refuse her.* Besides, she looked so pale, I thought the walk 
would bring the color back to her cheeks. And see, here she comes. 
(Isabel enter* slowly from R, 1 E,^ in her hands a hunch ofjreshly gathered 

Jlowers. She does not seem to notice those around her. When she is 

nearly C. Guy speaks to her, 8he starts and drops her Jlowers.) 

Ouy, Why, my dear Bella, you seem lost in melancholy niedita6on« 
Surely the flowers you gathered did not cause this despondency. 

Isabel, Not as they were growing. Then I smiled to gaze upon them, 
but US I plucked them my heart grew heavy at the cruel act that doomed 
them in the bright freshness of their sunny youth, to wither, fade, and 
die. (Durina this speech ISahel unconsciovsly treads npon the Jlowers, 
PhUipy wh4> has retired^ now advances on L, of Isabel^ and points to the 
flowers as he speaks,) 

Philip, The White Fawn is crushing out the holy life that Nature 
gave the lily. 
(At the sound of Philip's voieCy Isabel starts, and turning around to look 

at him, gives a half suppressed scream, and is fainting, when Ouy 

catches her.) 

Ouy. What's the matter, dear ? 

Isabel. (Recovering herself ,) Nothing — nothing! 

Nathan, Ha ! ha I ha ! Why, Kanadandagea, your stem looks hare 
frightened the girl. — She thought her scalp in danger. 

Philip, Her fears are idle. There's not a being treads the earth 
whom tne Red Eagle would so soon protect — had he the right to do so, 

Nathan. Ha ! ha ! 'Tis lucky that Isabel is so soon to be a wife, or 
there is danger that the Mohawk chief would run her off to his wigwam. 
(Ouy now goes up to Philip, and looks him sharply in the face, Philip 
meets the gaze ufithout betraying any emotion.) 

Philip, Is my friend trying to look into the red-man's soul, that he 
lool» so keenly at hfhi ? 

Ouy. A thought flashed across my mind that — ^but pshaw I he's dead ! 

Philip, Whom mean you ? 

Ouy, My deadliest foe ! 

Nathan, Gome! Gome! You're all growing as grave as funeral 
mourners. Let us delay the ceremony no longer. Take your bride's 
hand, Guy, and lead her in. Come, friends. (Ouy crosses and take$ 
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Ttaberg handf and leads her slowly up stage towards the house, she looking 
back at PhUipy who remains passively in L. H, comer.) 

Ovy, This is the moment of my greatest happiness ! 
{^Ovy enters the house with Isabel, Nathan offers his hand to Philip, who 

accepts it, and they exit, followed by all the Tories. After all have en- 
tered the house, Zebulon Beebe eomes stealing on from L. U. E., with a 

gun in his hand — he cautiously approaches the house, and looks through 

the window. Music Pizzicato.) 

Zeb. The moment of your happiness, my lord Guy, shall be the mo- 
ment of my vengeance. How the yillain smiles as he grasps his victim^s 
hand ! Now all is silent — now the bride and groom advance — now the 
minister begins the hollow mockery — and now (pointing his gun through 
the voindow,) to avenge the fooPs wrongs! {He fires into the window. A 
scream, is heard. Chuy exclaims, *'I am shot.") 

2jeb. {Brandishing his gun.) Ha! ha! ha! The butt-whip has done 
its work. (He runs off L. IT. E. Music changes to a hurry. Ouy rushes 
from the house, followed by the Tories and Nathan Bradbrook.) 

Ouy. Pursue ! pursue ! *Twa8 Zebulon Beebe ! Secure the villain. 
(Ouy falls on stage, R. C, Nathan and the Tories rush off L. U. E., 
Philip enters from the house, bearing Isabel, half -fainting, in his arms.) 

Philip. Look up ! look up, my Isabel ! and «ay — will you now go 
■with me? 

Isabel, (recovering.) Yes ! Oh, save me, Philip, save me ! 

Ouy, (starting to his feet.) Ah ! What do I hear ! Alive ! Philip, 
ali¥e! Oh, Curses! Curses! (As Philip is about to bear off Isabel, Ouy 
seizes and struggles toith him. He-enter Nathan and the Tories. Nathan 
speaks CLS he enters. 

Nathan. Too late I The villain has escaped ! 

(NatharCs entratice attracting the attention of Philip he turns his head, 
at which Ouy clutches his head-dress and wig and tears them off.) 

Ouy. No ! He is here ! Behold Philip Lancey ! (All exclaim *^ Philip 
Laneey!" Two Tones seize Philip.) Ha! ha J ha! I die .'—but not with- 
out revenge 1 (Ouy dies and is borne off into the house.) 

Nathan. My son dead ! Oh, horror ! horror I Alone I stand in the 
world ! No child ! no child ! But away with tears ! His worst enemy 
shall not live to triumph by his death. What ho, there ! Pass a rope 
over the branch of yonder tree, with a noose for the rebePs neck. 

Philip. Monster ! You surely cannot mean to 

Nathan, Hang yon up like a dog ! What else do they with spies when 
they find them in the rebel camps and forts ? 

Isabel. (Rushing to Nathan.) No, no, no ! You do not mean it. Oh! 
spare him ! spare him I 

Nathan. Spare him! For what? That you may be his bride ? No! 
my son*s blood would rise up from the earth to curse me for the act. 

Isabel. Oh, Philip ! Philip ! (Philip bursts away from the men who 
are holding him and embraces Isabel.) 

Nathan. Tear them asunder ! (Philip is again seized and dragged 
back, his hands pinioned Isabel faints in the arms of one of the To- 
ries,) Into the house with her. (Isabel is home off into the house. 
During this, a rope has been a(^usted to the branch of a tree.) Now then 
-r-up with the rebel traitor ! (Philip is dragged up to the cart and lifted 
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OH it One man standing ready to place the noose over hie head^-a m^mU 

heard, Z. IT. E, AU start.) Wh*t gtart ye at—they are th« weddiag 

pesta ! {To man on the eart.) Hang the rebel, sir, w else let me. 

(Ae Naihan advaneee to the cart, there is another loud shout, Joeko jnmpa 
on the cart, knocks doutn the man, and unpinioning PhUip, places a 
sword in his hands. The Tones all take the JR. If, of stage, Vol, Oanse- 
voort enters L. U, E, with a party of Continentals. A desperate hand to 
hand conflict now enmes— Philip attacks Starbird^Oansevocfrt attacks 
Magoonr— they fight off R, and L, 1 E. Some of the Tories, with Nathan, 
are pursued into the house—Jocko is attacked by two Tories-'-he knocks 
one dawn, then closes with the other, and throws him down the well--^ 
this time the fallen man rises and renews the attack. Jocko clinches him 
and also throws him into the well.) 
Jocko. Hi— yak 1— -yak I Youni git well 'nough down dar. (Looks 

about.) Whar's de rest ob dem Tories, I ian't done half ^nough fighten- 

et- (Huns into the house.) 

(Guns are /tring— and pistol shots are heard in the house. A Tory, his 
face all bloody, is pushed backward from an upper Hory window, where 
he hangs by the legs. TJie Tories and Continentals who entered the house, 
now return struggling mth each other, the Tories are hauled to the 
ground and bayoneted. Jocko enters from house with a dead Tory on 
his shoulder— he pitches him down C. Enter Philip, L. 1 E., his sword 
bloody.) 

Jocko. Ifas'r hab dey hurt ye ? 

Philip. Not a particle, good Jocko. But where's Isabel ? 
'^cUter, Here— here, my son. (Isabel rushes into Philip's arms.) 
Philip, Look up! Look up, my Isabel! My sister! and-HihaU I 

not say — wife / 
Isabel. Yes, Philip! Oh! my beloved, yes I 

(Oansevoort enters at E. 1. E. Nathan Bradbrook is dragged on from, 
house by two Continentals who hold him a prisoner.) 
Qanse, Fellow Patriots ! Let me add to your joy. Otn. Burgoyne 

has surrendered with his whole army, to our own General Gates. (Loud 

shouts by the Patriots.) 
Jocko, Hi— yak— yak! De British GenVal could*nt get by de 'Mer- 

ican Gates I 

Philip. The day o& joy is dawning upon our country — ^the Star of 

Liberty shines resplendant — and from every Patriot heart the shout goes 

forth, 

Amkrica Will Be Fbxx ! 
(LoiTD Shouts. Pictuhs.) 

Disposition of characters at fall of Curtain. 
Soldier. Nathan. Soldier. Continentals and Tories. 

Jocko, (dancing.) Philip and Isabel. Walter. Oanbxtoort. 
(R,) (L,) 
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